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To Mrs. f - CCC 


OH, thou, who bad'ſt me fearleſs ſeize the oar, 
And launch uncertain on life's flatt'ring ſea ; 
With trembling hand impell'd my bark from ſhore, 

While wond'ring at thy own temerity ; 


Nameleſs as are my merits, ſill remain, 

Yet let thy heart appropriate all its dues, 
And oh ! whate'er th' event, do thou retain 

The tender titles of my friend and mule ! 
Should Fortune's fav'rites, circling cloſe her throne, 
And Fame's loud trump be mute to me alone, 
The pity of the world I can return, 
And ſtill at unſuceeGful fiction ſpurn; 
While Heav'n's ſupreme indulgence gives to me, 
Its charms combin d, and realiz d in thee } 


moms * * rr — —k— 


DRAMA TIS PERSONÆE; 
HAT- MARKET THEATRE, 


** 3 


Lord Glenmore, NS”. a Mr. BznsLev:; 
Governor Harcourt, © - - Mr. W1Lsox. 
Woodville, only Son to 


—_— = Mr. PaLMER. 
pes "og nh == . Mr. BanwisTes, Jun: 


Grey, an infim Clergyman, . Mr. Arc IN. 
Vane, Valet to Lord Glenmore, Mr. La Maia. | 
Jacob, Servant to Cecilia, Mr. Epwix., 


Cecilia, Miſtreſs to. Woodville, Miſe Faun 
Miſs Mortimer, Ward to} | » : 
Lord Glenmore, '-' F © Mrs. CUYLER; 


Warner, Houſekeeper to 
Lord Glenmore. - * Mrs. Lovs. 
Scene London. 


Ve, Taventy; four Hours. = 


THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN; 


Woodville - «- =, Mir, Haba 
Lord Glenmore, © * ® 0 A1CKIN. 
Governor Harcourt, : '+ <« _ — 
Captain Harco 3 r. Dax. 
Grey, os * - * Mr. ThE. 
Vane, ” | - Se Mr. Bgexa RN. ; 


Jacob, . - — Mr. Braxk chase: 


Cec ia, oy 
Miſs Mortimer, - 


Warner, - 
Bridget. — 


” Miſs Baun ron. 


Miſs CRATMAN. 
Mrs. Da vz NET. 
Mrs. Warte. 


THE 


3 
PROLOGUE 
Writm by GEORGE COLMAN, . 


Spoken by Mr, PALMER. 


Lorne the paſlive tage, howe'er abſurd, 

Been rul'd by names, and govern'd by a werd. 

Some poor cant term, like magic ſpells, can awe, 

And bind our realms, like a dramatic law. 

When Fielding, Humour's fav'rite child, appear'd, 

Lew was the word---a word each author fear'd ! 

Till chac'd atlength, by pleaſantry's bright ray, 

Nature and mirth reſum'd their legal ſway ; | 
And Goldſmith's genius baſk'd in open day. 


No beggar, howe'er poor, a cur can lack; 
Poor bards, of critic curs, can keep a pack. 
One y elper filenc'd, twenty barkers riſe, 
And with new hozwl:, their ſaarlings ſtill diſguiſe. 
Low baniſh'd, the word /ertiment ſucceeds ; 
And at their ſhrine the modern playwright bleeds, 
Hard fate! but let each wou'd-be critic know, 
That /extiments from genuine feelings flow. 
Critics in vam declaim, and write, and rail: 
Nature, eternal Nature! will prevail. 
Give me the bard, who makes me laugh and cry, 
Diverts and moves, and all, I ſcarce know why! 
Untaught by commentators, French or Dutch, 
Paſſion ſtill anſwers to th' electric touch. 
Reaſon, like FalftaF, claims, when all is done, 
"The honors of the feld already won. 


8 To, 


o 


But like old maids on earth, reſolved to * 
With cruel _ wen Wenn * 


P RO LO G u E. 


To-night, our author's is a mixt intent 
Paſſion and humour — ane nd ſentiment + 
Smiling in tears a ſerio- comic play--- 
Sunſhine and ſow'er—à kind of April-Day ! 
A Lord, whoſe pride is in his honor plac'd ; 
A Governor, with av*tce-not difgrac'd z 
An humble Prieſt ! a Lady, and a Lover 


No temporary touches, no-allufions 


To camps, reviews, and all our late confufions z 


No perſonal refle&ions, no ſharp fatire, 

But a mere chapter from the book of Nature. 
Wrote'by a woman too ! the maſes now 

Few liberties to naughty men allow; 


* 
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CO M E D T. 


SCENE I. A Hal. 
Enter Vane in @ Riding-Dreſs, an a Feetman, 


Fane. Roux, and tell Mrs. Warner, tay Lord is 
at hand; and bid the butler ſend me a bottle of hock. 
(Throws himſelf along the hall chairs, wiping his forehead) 
Phew ! the months have jumbled out of their places; and 
FAR FIT 


Enter Mrs. Warner 
| "<p ar. Servang Mr. Vane. 


Jane. rene 
Nur. 


n J 


4 
reg 
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ur. Why, methinks you are grown mighty grand, 
or you would have come to the ſtill-· room to aſk ; will you 
chooſe any chocolate? 

Vane, Why don't you ſee I am dead ?—abſolutely 
dead; and, if you was to touch me, I ſhould ſhake to 
meer duſt, like an Egyptian mummy.— Becauſe it was 
not provoking enough to lounge away a whole ſummer 
in the country, here am I driven up to town, as if the 
devil was at my heels, in the ſhape of our hopeful heir ; 
who has neither ſuffered my Lord nor me to reſt one 
moment, through his confounded impatience to ſee his 
uncle. | 
Mar. Umph—he'll have enough of the old gen- 

tleman preſently. He is the very moral of my poor 
dear lady, his ſiſter, who never was at peace herſelf, 
nor ſuffered any one elſe to be ſo. Such a houſe as we 
have had, ever ſince he came Why, he is more full of 
importance and airs than a bailiff in poſſeſſion ; and 
hectors over Miſs Mortimer, till ſhe almoſt keeps her 
chamber to avoid him. 
| - Vane, Hates Miſs Mortimer Why, here'l be * 
| devil to pay about her, I ſuppoſe ! | 

"War. Hate her? ay, that he does. He look'd as 
if he could have kill'd her, the moment ſhe came down 
to ſee him; and got into his chamber preſently after, 
where he ſends for me.—* Who is this young wo- 
man, Mrs. What's your name?” ſays he, Why, Sir, 
ſays I, the is the orphan of a Colonel Mortimer, ! 
whoſe intimacy with my Lord, fays 1 Pho, pho, . 
ſays he, all that T know, woman; What does ſhe do 
in chis houſe?” ſays he; his face wrinkling all over, 
| ” like 


E nnn: - 35 


like cream, when it's ſkimming. Why, Sir, PE bz: 
her father -unluckily- died; juſt before the Duke his 
brother, and ſo could not leave her one ſhilling of all 
that fine fortune; and ſo my Lord intends ta marry her 
to Mr. Woodville, ſays I. —““ He does? cries he; 
Heav'n be prais'd I'm come in time to mar that dainty 
project, however. You may go, woman, and tell 
Miſs, I don't want any thing more to- night.“ 80 
up goes I to Miſs Mortimer, and tells her all this. 
Lord! how glad ſhe was, to find he intended to break 
the match, though ſhe can't gueſs hat he means. 

Lane. Upon my ſoul, I think it is full as hard ta 
gueſs what ſhe means. What the devil, will nat my 
Lord's title, fortune, and only e ee 
fot a girl without a friend or a:ſhilling? g 

Mar. Ay; but I could tell you a little ſtory, 
would explain all ——You muſt n daun; 
a loud knocking.) 
| 1. ow 4p) aua. leres my Lord! 8 

1 ie gene 


— 


6 - & *v 


"SCENE, „ 


Lord Glenmore _w the Se, meet; 1 the latter 
we + mar.  » hobbling,,.. nn ab | 


L. Glen, You are welcome to England, brother! 
7 am ſorry your native air pays yo e's A —— 

after ſixteen years abſence. l 
"Gov. Faith, my Lord, and ſo am 1 too, 1 pro- 
miſe you: I put up with theſe things tolerably well 
in the * did not go there to be happy; but, 
B 2 after 


* 
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aſter all my labours, to find I have juſt got the money 
when it is out of my power to enjoy it, is a curſed, 
ſtroke:---like a fine ſhip of war, I am only come home 
to be diſmaſted and converted into an hoſpital, How- 
exer, I am glad you hold it better: I don't think you 


look'd as well when we parted, My ſiſter, poor Su- 


ſan! ſhe is gone too: well, we can never live a day 
the longer for thinking on't, Where's: Frank? Is he 


ſtill the image of his mother? 


L. Guan. D 


- cence of the boy is. dignified by the knowledge of the 


Gov, He will hardly remember his old uncle !—-— 
I did love the rogue, that's the truth on't; and never 
look'd at my money-bags but I thought of him, Howe 
ever, you have provided him a wife? | :- 

T. Glen, T have; you ſaw: ber on your wb 1 
ſuppoſe, for I left her in town to attend a ſick aunt. 


Poor Mortimer l he died. one month before the. Duke 


his brother, and miſſed a fine title ang eſtate. You 
know how I loved the honeft fellow, and cannot won- 
der I took home his orphan'd daughter, as a match for 
Woodville. | «7 

Gov. Brother, Brother, you are too generous; it is. 
your foible, and artful poopie Brow how to conyert it to 


their on ad 


L. Glen. It is, of A foible, the boblel N 
to humanity. Sophia has birth, merit, accompliſh- | 
ments; and wants 88 money to qualify her for 
any rank, LOS 

_ Gw. 


4% K 20 2 » Bo 5 
"Gov, Can ſhe' have a worſe want on earth? Birth, 


Merit, accompliſhments, are the very things that render 
money more effential ; if ſhe had been brought up in a 


decent plain way indeed, -hut ſhe has the airs of a 
peereſs already; and, if any: philoſopher goubts of the 


perpetual motion, Lwould adviſe him to watch the knock- - 


er of your houſe,” Then you have, out of your: preciſe 


decorums, removed your ſon, to make way for this flirt 
of faſhion ; and what is the — of rendering 


him thus early his own maſter ? 
L. Glen. Frs 
ſelf, with all my heart; but, if you would throw a 


real imputation on Miſs Mortimer's conduct, ſhe is 


entitled to my ſerious defence. I never ſaw any good 


ariſe from ſecluding young people; and authoriſe 
Woodville and Sophia to live with that innocent ele- 
gance, which renders every rank eaſy, and prevents 
pleaſure from ſeducing the heart, or ignorance the 


ſenſes, 


Gov. My Lord; I am amazed at you! Witt: thars: 
ever yet a woman who didn't mean to paſs for a god- 


deſs? Do they not gain upon us continually, . till 
nothing of our prerogative remains but the name? We 
are wiſe fellows truly, if we do not keep down this 
humour of- their's- as long as poſſible, by breeding them 
in retirement. Every tinſel fop will find addreſs 


e1ough to convince à wife ſhe is an angel; and the 


huſband muſt be lucky, as well as ſenſible, who re- 
coneiles her to treatment ſo inferior to her deſerts. 
Woedville will agree with me, J dare ſay; for the 


character ſuits with his intended; and, faith, he will! 
| make 
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make but a+modiſh / huſband, or he could not endure. to 
ſee her flying about, like the queen-bee' A the whole 
hive at her heels 12 

3 Glen. HY euareitodcaptious; erg | 
| And you too placid, brother! If, like me, 

you — been toiling a third of your days to compaſs a 
favourite deſign, and found it diſappointed at the mo- 
ment you thought it complete, what would even your 
ſerene Lordſhip ſay and do ?- Here have I promiſed my 
ſelf a fon in 1 heir in your's ;---inſtead of 
which 

IZ. Gun. His in with Mi Mortimer will nut 
make him unworthy either title. ty | 

| Gev. Never mention her name to me, I 3 my 
Lord !---I hate all mode: mongers of either ſex: the 
wife I would have given him, has beauty without 
knowing it, innocence without knowing it, becauſe. 
ſhe knows nothing elſe; and to ſurprize you farther, 
' forty thouſand pounds without knowing it---nay, to 
bring all your ſurprizes pagather, | is my —___ with- 
out knowing it, | 

I. Glen. Your daughter Why have you mid. 
ſince my ſiſter's death? your daughter by ry you loſk 
before you went abroad. 

Gov. Yes, but I ſhall find ber again, 8 
I know you will call this one of my odd whims, as uſual, 
but we have all ſome; witneſs this dainty project of 
your's; and ſo I will tell you the truth in ſpite of that 
projet. From the very birth of this girl, I ſaw her mo- 
ther would ſpoil her, and, had ſhe lived, propoſed kid- 
| napping Maſs in her infancy. | 

4 L. Glen. 
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L. Glen. Kidnap your own daughter - -Why bro- 
ther, I need only prove this to obtain a commiſſion of 
lunacy, and ſhut you up for life. | 
» Gov. Why, though my wife was your Lordſhip's 
ſiſter, I will ventufe to tell you ſhe was plaguy fan- 

taſtical, and contrived to torment me as much with 
her virtues, as others by their 'vices=-Such a fuſs: about 
her delicacy, her ſenſibility; and her refinement, that I 
- could neither look, move, nor ſpeak, without offending; 
one or the other; and execrated the inventor of the jar- 
gon every hour in the four and twenty: a jargon, I re- 
ſolved my girl ſhould never learn; and Heaven no ſooner 
took her mother (Heaven be prais'd for all things!) 
than I diſpatched her draggle-tail'd French governeſs; 
made a bonfire of every book on education; whip'd 
Miſs into a poſt-chaiſe, under a pretence of placing 
her in a nunnery; inſtead of which, I journeyed into 
Wales, and left her in the care of a poor curate's wife, 
whoſe name was up as the beſt houſewife in the whole 
country; then return'd, with a ſolemn hiſtory of her 
death in the ſmall-pox. 4 

L. Glen. Well, this is indeed aſtoniſhing ! an ad- 
mirable tutoreſs truly for my niece |! | 
| Gov: Yes, but there's a better jeſt than that. 

IL. Glen. Indeed i is that poſſible ? | 
- . Gov. How do you think I contrived to make them 
obey my inſtructions? I ſaw they ſuſpected I was 
ſome rich humourift, and was afraid they would, after 
all, make a little bit of a gentlewoman of her, for which 
reaſon, except the firſt year in advance, they never had a 
Angle * of my _— 
L. Gln: 


1 THE CHAPTER er ACCIDENTS ; 
C. Glen. This is almoſt incredible! and ſo you left 


your only child to the charity of ſtrangers ? 


| Gav. No, no, not fo bad as that neither. Vou 
remember my honeſt ſervant Hardy? After the poor 
fellow's leg was ſhot off in my tent, I promis'd him a 
maintenance; fo entruſting him with the ſecret, 
I order d him to live in the neighbourhood, have an eye 


on the girl, and claim her if ill uſed: Fine accounts 


T had from him, faith! The old parſon and his wife, 
having no children, and not finding any one own her- 
gave out ſhe was their a, and doated on her; in ſhort, 
the is the little wonder of the country; tall as the 


palm- tree with cheeks, that might ſhame the drawing- 
room; and eyes, will dim the diamonds I have brought 
ever to adorn them This confounded gout has kept 


r 


tor herſelf. 


Z. Glen. Why, chen does nat Hardy ing ber up 
to you? 
Gov. Why ae vey fllidhat rears -l tha 
firſt place, that identical parſon paid him the laſt com- 
pliment, that is, buried him a twelvemonth ago; and 
in the ſecond, they would hardly entruſt her to any 


man but him who deliver'd her to them. Here was a 


girl, my Lord, to ſupport your title, of which I dare 
{wear you are as fond as ever: ſhe would have brought 
you à race of true Britons 3 inſtead of which, from the 


painted dolls and  unjointed Macaronies of theſe days, 
we ſhall produce our own enemies, and have a race of | 
P 


4 a T. Glen, 


N 
k 
; 
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Glen.  T:thank your intention, brother; but am far 
from wiſhing the chief accompliſhments of Woodville's 


Lady ſhould; be the an cream * [avg whey, x 


and- elder 1vne. | 
Gov. | Let me tell * Lordſhip, women were nevers 
better than when. thoſe were their chief accompliſh- 


ments.-----But I may be ridiculous my own way, with- 


aut being ſingular.----- Harcourt ſhall have my girl, and 
my money too. Cream ' cheeſes, quotha? no, ho, 
making cream fuces is an ee Ed e which the beiles 


ol thele days oftener excel in. 


L. Glen. I would not adviſe you to publiſh this opi- 
niony: Governoe | :- dant: v 
. eee is this ſon of your's ? ture he has 
not totally forgot his old uncle? | | 
LL. Glen. He will be here immediately; 825 

Gov; Nay, I muſt e' en take an old pe ma 
follow his miſtreſs without complaint. 

IL. Glen, You' have no reaſon for the reproach ; this 


is not his hour for viſiting Miſs Mortimer. I 9982? 70 
Gew. Miſs Mortimer: 1.--ha; ha, ha |! why, 1 | 


you think I took her for bis miſtreſs ?- what, I War- 
rant, I can tell you news of your on family, though 1 
have hardly been three days in it! Woodville 
keeps a girl, and in great ſplendor !--nay, they tell 
me, that the unconſcionable young rogue encroaches ſo 
far on the privileges of threeſcore, as to o intend marrying 
the ſlut: ee WANBRE TE 
Z. Gun. Youjeſt, ſurely : 
G. There's no jeſt like a true AY Oy ba ; 78 
bow fooliſh you look !--this is your innocent legance, 


A N C this 


— —„-—- oe — — — . 
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this is the. bleſſed effect af letting him hve out of your 
© Glen. Pr'ythee reſerve ceſs Sir, fot fornes 

leſs intereſting occaſion; --To have my views thus in a 

moment overturned !——— Where ſhe live ? 

Es. Ha, ha, ha!-----oh, the e of thoſe 
little ſyllables me and ther! now you can gueſs what 
made me fo pzeviſh, I ſuppoſe ?----As to where Miſs 
lives, I have not heard ; but ſamewhere near bis lodg- 
ings. A deviliſh fine girl ſhe is, by the bye. Ah, 
I told you, twenty years ago, gen e N 
entirely ſpoil him. | 

L. Glen. Zounds W you * — 
Socrates. himſelf could not have ſupported:-----Is this 
2 time for old ſayings of twenty years ago ?-----Finiſh 
dreſſing ;----by that time eee ee man and 
I ſhall have reflected on this matter. | 
Gov. With all my bat Tia but! a boyiſh frolick, 
and ſo good morning to you.----Herez where's my 
triumvirate ? Pompey, Anthony, Cæſar ! [Zt. 
| I. Glen. A bayiſh frolick truly !-----many a fooliſh 
1 fellow's life has been mack'd by ſuch a boyiſh frolick !- 
| -<=z-But her reſidence is the phy 17 96 (dk 


ane! gi! 
Enter Vane Fe WI 
' UID [God TS: 4. PLS ; 7 1 
i 1þ4/0Þ | 3 N 
Fane. This moment, ro , | 
Go * ready. 4 — 1 11 G3 von 
i = % Gun. 


| 
VT 
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. Glen, Vance I have deſerved you ſhould'be 
ttactied to me, and hope you are? 1 

Vance. My Lord! (what the devil is he at ?) ¶ Hie. 

Z. Glen. This ſtrange old Governor has alarmed me 
4 good deal;——you are more likely to know, whether 
with reaſon, than I can C 
important of my ſon, lately? 

Vane. Never, my Lord. tha 
T. Gln. Not that he n 
does the fool ſmile at? © 

Vane. 1 ts not hnk tht any thing import my 
Lord. 

L. Glen. Ido; Sir and am teid a nr important 

thing; that he even thinks of marrying her Nou, 
though I cannot credit this, I would chuſe to know 
what kind of creature ſhe is. Could not you aſſume 
a clowniſh diſguiſe, and, ſcraping an acquaiutance 
with her people, learn ſomething of her character and 
deſigns? 
' Fan, Doubtlefs, to oblige-your Lorfhip, I could 
do ſuch a thing. But, if Mr. Woodville's ſharp 
eyes (and love will render them ſtill ſharper) ſhould diſco, 
ver me, I might chance to get a good drubbing in the 
character of a ſpy. 

L. Glen. Oh, it is very improbable he ſhouk. 
ſuſpect you -t the worſt, name your employer, 
and your bones are ſafe.— The — perhaps is not 
very agreeable, but I impoſe few ſuch. on you: ex- 
ecute it well, and you ſhall remember it with plea- 
ſure. I will detain Woodville till you are ready 
and, as I doubt not that his next viſit will be to this 


C1 creature; 
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creature; by following him you. will find out where ſhe 
lives. Prepare then as quick. as poſſible, and ſend me 
word when you. are ready; yr till chen, I will not 
ſuffer him to depart. Nr N. 
Jane. A pre errand this, his formal Lordſhip has, 
| honor'd me with Um; if I betray him, ſhall. L not 
| get more by it 2. but our heir is ſuch a ſentimen- 


tal ſpark, that, when his turn was ſerved, he. might 
bet. n Were he one of our haterum ſkare-um, 
good-natured, good- for- nothing fellows, it would go 
Againſt my conſcieneę da do bim an ill tum. be- 
| lieve I ſtand well in my Lord's will, if Counſellor 
Puzzle may be truſted (and, when he can get nothing 
by a lye, perhaps he may tell truth) ſo, like all thriving 
men, 1 wilh 4 honeſt becauſe it heſt ſerves my inte- 
reſt. lt n 10 but . 


14 48 Sl vis 3 : * 4 
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Wind, "How tedious is this uncle une <= tedious, 
every body - was it not enough to, ſpend two de- 
teſtable months from my Jove, merely to preſerve the 

ſoepret, but I muſt be tantalized with ſeeing without 
arriving at her? yet how, when I do ſee her, ſhall I 
appeaſe that” affecting pride of « noble heart conſcious. 
too late of its own ineſtimable yalue h was 


I'not uniformly juſt ? 2— —1 had then ſpared 101 
Vp the kiteereſt of regrety, " : PE i 5 
3 5 Woe N 


1 — — 
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nt Suu Capt: Harcourt. ME " 
7 \ ht 
W Woodville! how . n in 
happy; retirement, pity, me my Ealing and Acton 
marches and countermarches, as Foote, has it dB 
methinks thy face is thinner) and, longer than a for- 
ſaken nymph's, who is going through the whole ceremony: 


of, njne month's repentance.— What, thou ſt fall'n; 

in love * too — pr Long 11 t looks 

ſo. very lamentable ! 4 7 
Wed. Ridiculous ! —— 1 this e 


for military puppies l- -How can we have an eye or 
ear for pleaſure, when our fate hangs over us unde 
cided? 1524 

Har. I gueſs what you mean; but why make moun- 
tains of mole-hills? Is the roſy-fiſted damſel fo obſti-; 
nately virtuous? _ 6 

Mood. Imagine. 2 fair favourite of Phoebus i in all re- 
ſpects; ſince while her face caught his beams, her heart 
felt his genius Imagine all the graces hid under a ſtraw, 
hat, and ruſſet gown: imafine--- . 

Har. You have imagined enough of conſcience ! and 
now for a few plain facts, if you pleaſe. 

Mood. To ſuch a lovely country maid I leſt oy 
heart Jaſt ſummer ; ; and ſoon began to think romances- 
the only true hiſtorics ; all the toilſome glories recorded 
by Livy, phantoms of pleaſure, compared with the 
mild enjoyments deſcribed by Sir Philip Sydney; and 
happineſs not merely poſſible in a cane but 9 


9 there. 


Har. 


* . - 
4 > 
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Har. Well; all che philoſophets (ancient and 
modern) would never be able to convince me, a coach 


uns not a mighty pretty vehicle 3 and the laſſes as 


good-natured in town as country: hut pray let us 
- know, why you laid aſide the paſtoral project of eat- 
ing fat bacon and exerciſing a crook; all day, that 
thou might'ſt conelude the evening with the. ſuper- 
lative —_— of a „ nN 2 n r 
* | 

Weed. Why, ft by perfuaing te dear gr! to 
hl 

Har. Oh, now you talk the language of the 
world: and does that- occaſion thee ſach a * 
face? i 

Had. How- ignorant are you both of me and 
her-!---Ev*ry moment ſince I prevail'd, has only ferv'd' 
to convince me I can fooner live without ev'ry thing 
elſe than her; and this fatal leifure , (caus'd' by my 
abſence with my father) ſhe has employ'd in adding 
ry grace of art to thoſe of nature; till, thoroughly 
ſhock'd at her ſituation, her letters are as full of 
grief as love, and I dread to hear ev'ry hour I have loſt 
ber. 

Har. 1 dread much more to hear you have lot 
yourſelf, Ab, my dear Woodville, the maſt danger- 
ous charm of love is, ev'ry man conceits no other ever 
found out his method of loving: but, take my. word 
for it, your Dolly may be brought back to a milk-maid, 
Leave her to herſelf awhile, and ſhe'II drop the ce- 
* * 
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Mad. She is too noble: and nothing but the duty 
Lowe to ſo indulgent a father, prevents mo ſrom off ring 
her all the reparation in my power. c 

Har. A fine ſcheme truly! Why, Woodville, art 
frantic ?--To predeſtinate yourſelf among the horned cat- 
tle of Doftors Commons, and take a wife for the very 
reaſon which makes ſo many un. thouſands to get rid 
of one 

I cod. Te withdraw an areas Woes bet 
duty, without being able to make her happy, is to me 4 
very ſerious reflection z---nay, I fimed, I may ſay, from 
virtue: and, had I been a leſs grateful an 
called myſelf a faultleſs lover. 

Har. Well, well, man! you . 
to truſt to Time, and he does wonders.---Don't go now 
and ruin yourſelf with 'your uncle; -I have found 
lip out already, and advertiſe you, none of your for- 
mal obſequious bows and reſpectful aſſents will do with 
him; having been chegted in former times of half his 
fortune by a pariſite, he miſtruſts ev'ry one, and al- 
ways miſtakes politeneſs for ſervility. Malntain your 
own opinion, if you would win his; for he generally 
grows undetermined, the moment he knows thoſe 
around him are otherwiſe : and, above all, ſhake off this 
mental lethargy. 

Mood. I will endeavour to take your advice. 
Should the fly, I were undone for ever !---but you are 
no judge of my Cecilia's ſincerity. How ſhould you 
know thoſe qualities, which riſe with ev 'ry following 
| hour ?---Can you think ſo meanly of me, as that I 

could be duped by a vulgar wretch ? a ſelfiſh wanton ? 


oh 


— — — — _ 
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nnn, 
robbed her f. 15811 Co 


4 99 f 4 1 


e FIT! 
Sp ft e 


a Harcourt alone; "ak | 


. Pee Frank 'thy-ſponſors' geh, ooh intui- 
— characterined thee when they gave thee that name. 
-----DidT love your welfare leſs, I could ſoorreafe your 
heart, by acquainting you of my marriage with Miſs 
Mortimer; but now the immediate conſequence would 
be this ridiculous match.---How, if I apprize either 
my Lord or the Governor? both obſtinate in different 
ways: I might betray only to ruin him. A thought 
occurs; my perſon is unknown to her -chuſing an 
Four when he is abſent, I'Il pay her a viſit, offer her an 
advantageous ſettlement, and learn from her behaviour 
her real character and intentions. (E. 
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ACT i. 


SCENE, An elegant Dreſſing-Room, with a Toilette 
richly ornamented, A Harpſichord, and a Frame w_ 
IN, 


Bridge fetches various ſmall Jars with Flowers, and 
talks as ſbe places them. 


3,5%. JUORD help us |—How fantaſtical fome 
folks not an hundred miles off are If I can imagine 
what's come to my Lady.—Here has ſhe been ſighing 
and groaning theſe two months, becauſe her lover was 
in the country; and now, truly, ſhe's ſighing and 
groaning becauſe he is come to town.——Such maggots 
indeed |-—I might as well have ſtaid in our pariſh all 
the days of my life, as to live mewed up with her in 
_ this dear ſweet town; I could but have done that with a 
_ vairtumus lady—although I know ſhe never was at Fox- 
Hall in all her jaunts, and we two ſhould cut ſuch a 
figure there !—Bleſs me! what's come to the glaſs ? 


(ſetting her dreſs) Why, ſure it is dulled with her eternal 


ſighing, and makes me look as frightful as herſelf !— 
Ol! here ſhe comes, with a face as long, and diſmal, as 


i he was going to be married, and to ſomebody elſe too. | 


© © HE Cecilia 
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Cecilia enters, and throws berſel If on the Sopha, —_ 
on her hand. 


Cec. What can "detain Woodville ſuch an age \— 
It is an hour at leaſt ſince he rode by.—Run, Bridget : 
and look if you can ſee him through the Grawing-room 
window. 


tempt.) 

Cc . How . is every hour to the wretched ! 
— They catch at each future one, merely to while away 
| the preſent. For, were Woodville here, could he re- 
lieve me from the torment of reflection? or the ſtrong, 
though filent, acknowledgment my own heart perpetually 
gives of my error ? 

"Brid. (without) Here he comes, Ma'am, here he 
comes 
r. Does he ?—Run down then (fluttered.) 

Brid. Dear me, no; tis not, neither; (enters) tis 
only the French Ambaſſaor's new cook with his huge 
bag and ruffles. 
Cc. Blind animal !—-Sure nothing f is wn 
as expectation. 

Brid. La, Ma'am !—avy thing will torment one, 
"when one has a to be tormented ; which muſt be 


your cafe for ſaftin. What ſignifies ſitting mope, 


- mope, mope, morning to night ?—Yor'dfind 
yourſelf a deal better if you went out only two or three 
times a day.— For a walk, we are next door to the 


+ park, as I may ſay z. and, for © ride, ſuch a dear ſweet 


vis-a-vis and pretty horſes might tempt any one; then, 
to company, you'll . « A fig fer your ſtarched 
| BE — , N - « ] Ji 


Brid. Yes, Madam. (Exit, eyeing ber with con- 


> 
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& ladies, who owe their virtue to their uglineſs !“ 
mine is very much at your ſervice—(curtefies 3 1250 

Cc. How could I endure this girl, did I nen hase 
that her ignorance exceeds even her impertinenoce?— 
I have no pleaſure in going abroad. | 

- Brid. Oh la, Ma'am! how ſhould you know till you 
try? Sure every body muſt wiſh to fee -and be ſeen. 
— Then there's fuch a delightful hurricane all the 
world are buſy, though moſt are doing nothing; to 
ſplaſh. the mob, and drive againſt the people of quality 
— Oh, give me a coach, and London for ever and ever! 
—You could but lock yourſelf up, were you as old and 
ugly as gay Lady Grizzle, at next door. 

Cee. Had I been fo, I had continued happy.” 
- Brid. La, Ma'am, don't ye talk fo purphanely 1 
Happy, to be old and ugly? — Or, PI: tell you 
what, as you don't much ſeem to fancy going out, 
ſuppoſe you were to come down now and then (you 
know we have a pure large hall) and take a game of 
romps with us? If you were once to ſee our Jacob 
hunt the flipper, you would die with laughing! 
Madam Friſk, my laſt miſtreſs, uſed, as ſoon as ever 
Maſter was gone (and indeed he did not trouble her 
much with his company) to run down, draw up her 
brocaded niggle-de-gee, and fall to play at ſome good 
fun or other !—Dear heart, we were AS merry then as 
the day was long !—I am ſure have never mn l 
happy ſince 

Cc. I cannot poſſibly imitate the model you e 
but though J don t chooſe to go abroad, you may. 

D2 Brid. 
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Brid. I don't love to go much among the mobility, 
neither. If indeed, Madam, next winter you'd give 
me ſome of your tickets, I would fain go to a maſque- 
rade (it vexes me to ſee um ſtick in the thing-um-bods 
for months together) and Mrs. Trim promiſes me the 
lent of a Wenus's dreſs, which, ſhe ſays, I ſhall cut a. 
figure in. Now, Ma'am, if I had but ſome diamonds 
(for beggars wear diamonds there, they ſay) who knows 
but I might make my fortune, like you? - 

' Cec, Mar it, much rather, like me. That is no 
place for girls of your ſtation, which expoſes you to ſo 
much inſult. 

Brid. 8 
number one. I ware never afeard but once in my whole 
life, and that ware of grandfar's ghoſt ; for he always 
hated I, and uſed to walk (poor foul |) in our barken, 
for all the world like an aſs with a tie-wig On, — 
( Knocking hard) / | 

 Cec. Hark! that ſure is Woodville's knock |! Fly, 
and ſee (walls eagerly to the door, and returns as 
eagerly)—Alas! is this my repentance Dare I fin 
againſt my judgment? 


Enter Woodville. 


Moad. My Cecilia My foul Have I at laſt 
the happineſs of beholding you? Vou know me too 
well to imagine I would puniſh f/f by a moment's 
voluntary delay. | 

Cec. Ohno; it is not that—(beth fit down on the 


Iba.) | 
Wd. 
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Mood. Say, you are glad to ſee me; afford me one 
kind word to atone for your cold looks Are you n not 
well? : 

Cec. Rather ſay I am not happy.—My dear Wood- : 
ville, I am an altered being !—Why have you reduced 
me to ſhrink thus in your preſence ?—Oh ! why have you 
made me unworthy of yourſelf ?—(lcans againſt bis 
ſhoulder, weeping.) 

Mood. Cruel girl !-—ls this my welcome bes 
did I appear to chink you ſo? 

Cc. Tell me, when any one elle will ink ms 
otherwiſe ? 

Mad. Will you never be, above ſo narrow a preju- 
dice ?—Are we not the whole world to each other ?— 
" Nay, dry your tears ! allow me to dry them; (Aiſſes her 
cheek.) What is there, in the reach of love or wealth, I 
have not ſought to make you happy? 

Cc. That which is the eſſence of all enjoyments : 
 —innocence !-——Qh, Woodville ! you knew not the 
value of the heart, whoſe peace you have deftrayed.— 
My ſenſibility firſt ruined my virtue, and then my re- 
poſe.— But, though, for you, I conſented to abandon 
an humble happy home, to embitter the age of 
venerable father, and bear the contempt} of the world, 
I can never ſupport my own !\— My heart revolts 
againſt my fituation, and hourly bids me renounce a 
. ſplendor, which only renders guilt more deſpicable. — 
(Riſes) I meant to explain this hereafter ; but the 
agitation of my mind obliged me to lighten it imme- 
diately, 


* * 
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od. Is your affection then already extint ? For 
ſure it muſt, hen you can reſolve to torture me thus 

Cee. Were my love extinct, I might fink into a 
mean content Oh no Tis to that alone I 1 
rteſolution. 

Fed. Can you then plunge me into . 
So young, ſo lovely too l Oh h where could you find 
fo fafe an e as 2755 heart ?—Whither mand ow 
fy? 

c. I am obliged to you, Sir, for the . but 
who is it has made me thus deſtitute —1 may retain 
your protection, indeed, but at what price? | 
Mia. Give me but a little time, my love! * 
equally perplexed between my father and my uncle; 
each of whom offers me a wife I can never love —Suf- 
fer them to defeat each other's ſchemes Let me, if 
podlible, be happy without a crime ; for I muſt think 
it one, to grieve a parent hitherto ſo indulgent. I will 
not put any thing in competition with your peace; and 
long for the hour when the errors of gegen will be 
abſorbed in the merits of the huſband. 

Gr. No, Woodville — That was, when innocent, 
as far above my hopes, as it is now beyond my wiſhes. 
I love you too fincerely to reap any advantage 
from fo generous an error; yet you at once flatter 
and wound my heart, in allowing me worthy ſuch a 
diſtinction ; but love cannot ſubſiſt without eſteem; 
and how ſhould I poſſeſs yaur's, when I have loft even 
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IVaod. It is impoſſible you ſhould ever loſe either, 
while ſo deſerving of both.—I ſhall not be fo eaſily denied 
hereafter, but am bound by the caprices of others at pre- 
ſent. I am obliged to return directly, but will baſten - 
to you the very firſt moment. When we meet again, 
it muſt be with a ſmile, remember ! 

Cec. It will when we meet again.—Oh, how thoſe 
words oppreſs me! (afide)—But do not regulate your 
conduct by mine, nor make me an argument with 
yourſelf, for diſobeying my Lord; for here I ſolemnly 
ſwear never to accept you without the joint-conſent of 
both our fathers ; and that I conſider as an eternal ab- 
guration !—But, may the favoured woman you are to 
make happy, have all my love without my weakneſs 1 

Exit in team. 

Noad. Diſintereſted, exalted girl Why add ſuch 
a needleſs bar? For is it poſſible to gain my father's 
conſent ? —And yet, without her, life would be inſup- 
portable The cenſures of the world ! What is that 
world to me?—Were I weak enough to ſacrifice her 
to the erroneous judgment of the malicious and unfed- 
ing, what does it offer to reward me Commenda- 
tions I can never deſerve, and riches I can never eryoy. 

| IAEA. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, A Street before Cecilia's Houſe. 


Jacob opens the Door, and lets out Woodville, who paſſes 
ever the Stage; Jacob remains with his Hands in hit 
Pockets, whiſtling. 


Enter Vane, diſguiſed, with a Baſket of Game in bis 
* Hand. 


Vane. . 1 may open the 
attack without fear of a diſcovery, ſince our hopeful 
| heir will hardly return directly. This intelligence 
of my Landlord's at the Blue Poſts has made the mat- 
ter much eafier—Um, a good ſubjet !——Sure I 
ought to know that bumpkin's face ! —As I live, my 
playfellow at the pariſh-ſchool, Jacob Gawky |— 
Now for a touch of the old dialet.—D'ye hire, young 
mon —Prey, do ye knaw where one Boer Dowſon 
do live? : 

Zac. Noa, not I.— 
ane. Hay !—Why, zure as two-pence, thou beſt 
Jacob Gawky |! 

Fac. Odibodlikins ! zo I be indeed But, who 
deeſt thee ? 

Jane. What, dooſt not knaw thy ould teen, 
Wall, mun ? 0 

Fac. Hay! | —What—Wull ?—Od rabbit 3 it, if 1 
ben't deſprate glad to zee thee 3 where dooſt live now, 
mun ? 

Jane. Down at huome, in our 3 be 
coom'd up with Zur Izaac Promiſe, to be meade excoiſe- 
mul. 
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| Fac, Thee'ſt good luck, faith! wiſh, no odds to 
thee, my fortin ware as good I- but theed'ſt always a 
muortal good notion of wroiting and cyphers, while I 

don't knaw my own neame whetrl do zee it,----What 
didſt leave zea for ? 

Vane. Why, I ware afraid 1 Made be killed beſore 
T com'd to be a great mon : but what brought thee 
into this foine houſe ? 

Fac. Fortin, Wull F ortin,---Didf thee knaw Nan 
o'th' Mill ? | ' 
Van. Noa, not J. | 

Fac. Od rabbit it! I thought ev'ry muortal zoul 
had knawd zhe. ---Well, Nan and I ware ſuch near 
neighbors, there ware only a barn between us ;----ſhe 
ware a deſperate zmart laſs, that's the truth on't: and 
I had half a moind to teake to feyther's buſineſs, and 
marry zhe :---but ecod the zimpletony grow'd ſo. fond, 
that ſome how or other, I ware tired firſt ! when be- 
hold you, zquire takes #” fancy to me, and made I 
cuome and live at the hall; and as my head run all 
on tuown, when aw comed up to London, aw brought 
I wi'un: 20 J thought to get rid that way of the 
Kr of Nan. 

Vane, But, Jacob, how didſt get into thic foine houſe ? 
* Fac. Dang it, doan't I zeay, I'll tell thee pre- 
ſent---Zoa, as I ware zaying,---one holiday I went 
to zee thic there church, wi' the top like a huge 
punch bowl turned auver; and, dang it! who ſhould 
arrive in the very nick, but madam Nan Well, 
kuome comes I as merry as a cricket ;---zquire caals 
for I in à muortal tiurfy ; when who ſhould I zee; but 
madam Nan on ber marrowbones a croying for deat 

E loife 
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laife [---dang it, I thought at firſt I ſhould ha 
zwounded ;---20 2 made a long zarmant about 'ducing 
3 poor girl, and zaid I ſhould zartainly go to the 
- diyil for it, and then turned I off, But the beſt fun is 
to come, mun ;---rabbit me !. if aw did not teake Nan 
into keeping himſelf ; and zhe do flaunt it about, as 
foige as a ducheſs ! | 

Vane. A mighty religious moral Ls 61 
( 4jide) Well, how came you to this pleace ? 

Fac. Why, Meay-day, walking in Common Gar- 
den to ſmell the pozeys, who ſhould. I. zee but our 
Bridget ?---I was muortal glad to zee her, you muſt 
needs think, and zhe got I this here pleace. 
| Fane, Wounds! doſt live wi' a Lord in this foine 

hauſa ?: 

Jac. Noa; a, Leady, you fool | but ſuch. a Las 
nuch a; dear, eaſy, good - natur d creature ede. ds 
neverſay nos, let we do what we wull, g 

Vane, | Now. to the point (afde)---Is. your Lady 
Wer vey! 4g 

\ Fac. Noa: but ſhe's as good; and what'ft think 
mun?---to, a. Lord's, zon !---tho” if a ware a, King, 
aw would not be too good for zhe, -A mortal fine 
comely mon too, wh do love her, as aw do the eyes in 
his head. Couzin Bridget do tell I, zhe zeed'd a letter 
where aw do zay- aw wull ha her any day of he week, 
whatever: do come .0'th*, next. -WIy T warrant, they 
bave pointed wedding-day! . 

+ Fane. The devil, they have? ny Lord wg ma 
——_ (Kadi. | 

+ Face: Lauk a deazy/!- tow merry we wil bench 

oth e er aan {rein 
A Fane 


vu 
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_ Yes, yes, I ſhall certainly make one among 
| you,-—cither then or before; (a/ide)---but now I muſt 
goa and give this geame to zquire---2zquire---what the 
dickens be his neame! I do always forget it, 
there zhould be a ticket ſomewhere :---20a,---rabbit 
me! if ſome of your London fauk ha' no? cut it off, 
out o' fun 

Fac. Ha, ha, ha ! ecod, nothing more likelier--- 
(both laugh fooliſhly.) The rum people be 20 zharp as 
needles,---But there's no pleace like it for all that-.- 

I be ſet upon living and dying in it. 

Vue. Now to ſecure my return if neceſſary. ( Aide.) 
Au tell thee what, Jacob! ſeeing as how I ha' loſt 
thic there direction, do thee teake the baſket : * tis 
only a preſent of geame from the parſon oꝰ our pariſh z 
and, if 20 be I can't find the gentleman, why *tis ho- 
neſtly 3 be I'll come, and teake a bir 0 
_ ſupper wi” 
2 Wull ye indeed ?---dang it! that's clever; 
and then you'll fee our Bridget. She's a mortal zmart 
laſs, I promiſe ye !---and, meay be, may'ſt get a peap at 
- my Leady, who's deſperate handſome !---Good bye t'ye. 
---Bridget's zo comical !---0d rabbit itz we'll be main 
merry. [Ext. 


Vane alone. 

Fane, Thus far I have ſucceeded to admiration !--- 
our young heir has really a mind to play the fool and 
marry his miſtreſs !---tho', faith, - marrying his own 
oy: not ſeem very inexcufable, when ſo many of his 
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es modeſtly content chemelves with the cat-of of 
half their acquaintance. ' [Exits 


SCENE, Ar Apartment in Cecilia's Houſe. 
Enter Bridget. 


Brid. So, juſt the old ſtory again! crying, crying 
for ever —Lerl, if I was a man, I ſhould hate ſuch 2 

whimpering—what would ſhe have, I wonder? to 

refuſe ſuch a handſome, genteel, good-natur'd man 

and, I'll be ſworn, he offer'd to marry her; for I 

* liſtened with all my ears!—oh, that he would have me 

- now!-—] ſhould become my own coach purdigiouſly, 
that's a ſure thing. Hay, who knocks ? 


Enter Jacob, 


| Fac. A young mon do want my Leady. 
Brid. A man? hat fort of a man? 
Fac. Why a mon—like—Juſt ſuch another as J. 
Brid. No, no, no;——that's not fo eaſy to find 
What can any man want with her? ſhew him in 256 
Jacob. 


have the wedding, Bridget? 
Brid. We ſhall have a burying firſt, I believe. 


Fac. Od rabbit it ! we won't be their ſeconds there, 


faith! [Exit. 


Brid. Now, if he miſtakes me for my Lady, Fg 


find out wt he wants. 
PAR 


Fac. (returning in a kind of glee) When ſhall we 
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Enter Captain Harcourt, d: we with Jacob. 


Hor. (ſurveying her ) Is that your Lady? 

Fac., He, he, he ! lauk, zur, don't you know that's 
our Bridget? 

Brid. So, deuce on him, there's my whole ſcheme 
ſpoilt My Lady, Sir, is engaged; but, if you tell me 
your buſineſs, it will do juſt as well. 

Har. For young it may, child! chucks her un- 
der the chin.) | 

Brid. What, you belong to Mr. Gargle the apo- : 
thecary? or come from the jeweller on Ludgate-hill? 
or have a letter from | 

Har. ( Interrupting her )——The very perſon; you 
have hit it. And now, do me the favour to tell your 
Lady, a ranger wiſhes to ſpeak to her on particulac | 
duſineſs. 


Brid. Very well, Sir :——was ever handſome man 
ſo crabbed |! 


Har. Egad, if the miſtreſs have half as much tongue 
as the maid, Woodville may catch me in the midſt of 
my firſt ſpeech No for my credentials ! and here 


ſhe comes !—a lovely girl, indeed! I can ſearce blame 
Frank, for ſhe awes me. 


Enter Cecilia followed officiouſly by Bridget. 


Cc. I was informed, Sir, you had particular buſi- 
neſs with me ? 


Har. I took the liberty, madam, —I fay, madam, 


12 


| Cee. 


35 ur CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS ; 


Cc. As I have neither friends or relations in Lone 
don (/ighs) I am at a loſs to gueſs —— 

Har. What I would communicate, madam, re- 
quires ſecrecy. 

Cec. Bridget, go where ordered you juſt now. 

' Brid. Yes, madam — but if I an't even with you 
for this. [ 
Cec. I complied with your requeſt, Sir, without 

enquiring the motive; becauſe you, I think, can have 
only one —My father, if I may truſt my heart, has 
made you his meſſenger to an unwilling offender. 

Har. Pardon me, madam, but I refer you to this, 

ec. (Reads) 

« Madam, 
« Being certainly informed Mr. Woodville is on the 


point of marrying a Lady choſen by his friends, when 


it is preſumed you will be diſengaged, a nobleman of 
rank, and eſtate above what he can ever poſleſs, is thus 
early in laying his heart and fortune at your feet, leſt 
ſome more lucky rival ſhould anticipate him. 
The bearer is authoriſed to diſcloſe all particulars, and 
offer you a ſettlement worthy your acceptance. 
Deign madam, to liſten to him on the ſubject, and 
| you will find the unknown lover as 8 and not 
- Icfs conſtant than Woodville. 


(ec. Good heavens! to what an infult * T ex- 


poſed myſelf! [She burfts % tears, and ſinks into 4 
chair, without minding * who watches her with 
irreſalution.] 

Har. What can I think ?— there is an air of injur'd 


delicacy i in her, which teaches me to reproach myſelf 


for a well-meant deceit. If, madam, ——— 8 
4. 


Ph. 
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Cec. 1 had forgot this wretch. (Riſes) Return, 
ir, to your vile employer; tell him, whoever he is, I 
am too ſenſible. of the inſult, tho? not entitled to reſent 
it—tell him, I have a heart above my ſituation, and 
that he has only had the barbarous ſatisfaction of adding 
another miſery to thoſe which almoſt overwhelmed me 
before. | 

Har. Hear me, madam, I conjure you! 

Cec. Never! a word would contaminate me 
(Struggling to go off.) 

Har. Nay, you ſhall-——You do not know half 
the good conſequences of this letter; I am the friend, 
the relation of Woodville——my name Harcourt ! 

Cec, Is it poſſible he ſhould be fo cruel, ſo un- 
juſt—— 

Har. He is neither cruel nor unjuſt, but only un- 
fortunate, Hear He deſigns to marry you; this I 
learnt from himſelf only this morning. As a proof of 
my ſincerity, I will own I doubted your right to that 
mark of his eſteem, and made this trial in conſequence. 
Pleas'd to find you worthy of his rank, I feel ſhock'd 
at reminding you, you ought not to ſhare it. But, 
madam, if you truly love him, you cannot wiſh that, 
to be juſt to you, he ſhould be unjuſt to thoſe who have. 
à prior right over him. This ſhall poſitively be my 
laſt effort. ( Aſide.) 3 

Cc. A motive like your's, Sir, will excuſe any 
thing. How little my happineſs, honour, or intereſt; 
ever weighed againſt his, need not be repeated. Far 
be it from me now to diſgrace him; he is apprized of 
my invincible objections to a match which will never 

take 
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take place. May he torm 3 happier, while 1 by a vo- 
luntary poverty expiate my offence. 
Har. MZ -M —Ibat the devil choaks me 
I am ſtruck with your ſentiments, and muſt find 
you a proper aſylum. The moment I ſaw you, I had 
hopes ſuch manners could not veil an immoral heart. 
I have proved your ſincerity, and owe a reparation to 
your delicacy. The propoſed bride of Woodville is 
every way worthy that diſtinction; nor am I without 
hopes even ſhe will be prevailed on to protect you— 
But I muſt not leave a doubt of my ſincerity ;—do m 


know Miſs Mortimer? 

Cc. H have ſeen the lady, Sir. But dare credit my > 
ſenſes ?—has Heav'n form'd two ſuch hearts, * 7 
for me N 


Har. With her, your ſtory will be buried for ever : 
and, I think, the ſooner. you diſappear, the more ea- 
 fily will you prevent Woodville's diſobedience. _ I will 
open the affair to Miſs Mortimer directly, and, if the 
 acquieſces, defire her to call for you in perſon, to pre- — 
vent the poſſibility of any artifice. 

Cec. He, who inſpir'd ſuch ſentiments, alone can 
and them! Oh, Sir, you have raiſed a poor de- 
ſponding heart; but it ſhall be the buſineſs of my fu- 
ture life to deſerve thoſe favours I can never half re- 
* 

Hor. 1 Kink, by puniſhing me with 3 
ments, you are reſolved to be obliged to me. The 
mitime is too precious to be waſted on ſuch trifles- At 
8 "even, you ſhall haye certain intelligence of my fue= 
. Put fo TO 


— — 
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deſs; employ the interim to the beſt advantage, and 
' hope every thing from daring to deſerve well. WW, 
[ Exit - 


| Cecilia alone. | 


ſtoniſhing interpoſition of heaven Hope 
What have I to hope? but let the conſciouſneſs of 
acting rightly, fupport me in the ſad moment of re- 
nouncing Woodville ; and, in him, all that rendered 
life deſirable. 


SCENE, Lord Glenmore's Houſe: 
Lord Glenmore and Vane, 


Z. Glen, And are you ſure of all this? 

Jane. Abſplutely, my Lord; I have known the 
bumpking her footman, from the height of His own 
L. Gln. What a curſed infatuation |-+theſe ard 
the comforts of children !-—our fears beginning, 
from the moment our power ends; — the happieſt of 
fathers is not to be envied ;—I know not what to reſolve 
on! 

Vane. If I may be permitted to adviſe, my Lord 

L. Glen. And who aſked your advice, Sir? 

Vane. You have, my Lord, formerly. 

L. Glen, Take care you ſtay till I do! Leave me, 
dir. 62-46 

| F. Fax, 
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Fane. If you don't like my advice, I ſhall give you 
my opinion very ſhortly, —A cruſty crab |! 

[ Exit muttering. 

L. Glen. This is the certain conſequence of entruſt- 

ing low people ;—and yet there is no doing without 

them. can never maſter my feelings enough to ſpeak 

properly to Woodville on the ſubject, therefore muſt fix 

on ſome other method—(pauſes )—That's a ſure one, 

and falls heavy on the artful, pins creature only N 


Vane !— 
| | Re-enter Vane. 
| Could not you procure me a travelling- chaiſe and four 
1 ſtout fellows, immediately? * f 


Vane, To be ſure, my Lord, I can order a chaiſe at 
any inn, if you chooſe it. 
Z. Glen. Pho, pho !—don't put on that face ;---. 
you muſt go through with this thing like a man.--- 
Here's ſomething for the ſhare you have already had in 
it —=Do what I have ordered, and wait near the Py 
Horſe-Guards in about an hour; when 1 ſhall ſeize ö 
this inſolent baggage, and convey her out of my ſon” 3 
reach. ---You gave me a high-flown account of her; ; 
»--and, as you are a ſmart young fellow, and ſhe. muft, 
at leaſt be pretty, if we can contrive to frighten her into 
taking you as a huſband, it will end all my fears, 
ſhall be the making of your fortune. | 
Vane. Gad, I like project well.---A handſome 
wife is the beſt bait, when we fiſh for preferment- 
and this gives me a double claim both on father and 
ſon (aide. Nothing but the profound reſpe& I have 
for 
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for your Lordſhip, could induce me to think of this; 
---though born without rank and fortune, 1 have a foul 
my Lord 

L. Glen, Come, come, my good lad ! I gueſs what 
you would ſay; but we have no time for ſpeeches,--- 
J have ſet my heart on the ſucceſs of this project ; and 
vou ſhall find your intereſt in indulging me. 
- [Exeunt different ways. 


SCENE, Miß Mortimer's Apartment. 
Enter Captain Harcourt, meeting Miſs Mortimer. 


Har. If I were to judge of your temper by your 
looks, my dear, I ſhould ſay it was uncommonly _ 
this morning. 

M. Mor. A truce with compliment; I muſt, in 
reaſon, renounce dear flattery after marriage. 

Har. To flattery you never paid court; but the 
language of the heart and the world will, ſometimes, 
reſemble.---I ought, however, to praiſe your temper, 
for I am come to try it,---and give you a noble oppor- 
tunity of exerting its benevolence. 

M. Mor. A benevolence you certinly doubt, by 
this ſtudied eulogium. 

Har. I might, did I not know it well.---In ſhort, 
my love, I have taken the ſtrangeſt ſtep this morn» 
ing— 

M. Mr. What ſtep, for heaven's ſake ? 

Har. In regard to a lady. 
M. Mor. Not another wife, I hope? 
Har. No, —only a miſtreſs.— 
b M. Mar. Oh, atrifle! a trifle : 
g F2 Har. 
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- Har. You may laugh, Madam, but I am ſerious g 
and a fine girl ſhe is ; nay, to ſhow you I have net read 
Cheſterfield in vain, I have robbed my deareſt friend 
of her; in plain Engliſh, Woodville has a miſtreſs he 


doats on ſo madly, as even to intend marrying her. 


—Imagining her, like moſt of her ſtamp, only an 
artful intereſted creature, I paid her a viſit as 4 ſtranger, 
with an offer which muſt have unveiled her heart, had 
it been baſe ;—but I found her, on the contrary, a 
truly noble-minded girl, and far above her preſent 
ſituation, which ſhe carneftly wiſhes to quit. In ſhort, 
my dear, I thought it prudent to part them; and, in 
your name, offered her an aſylum. 

AMA. Mer. In my name! you amaze me, Mr Har- 
eourt! Would you aſſociate your wife with a kept 
miſtreſs ? bring ſuch an acquiſition into the houſe of 
Lord Glenmore, and deprive Woodville of, perhaps, 
his only reaſon for nat interfering with us? Do you 
think I credit this ſudden acquaintance? 

Har. I deceived myſelf, I find I thought you 
above ſuch low ſuſpicion, that you could make diſtine- 
tions. 

AM. Mor. Yes, yes, I can make diſtinctions more 


glearly than you wiſhed. You muſt excuſe my inter- 


ference in this affair, Sir; and let me hint to you, that 
your own will do as little credit tp your heart as to your 
underſtanding. 

Har. Mighty well, Madam; go on ! Settle this 


with reſpect to yourfelf, but do not be concerned about 
me; for, in one word, if you cannot reſolve on pro- 


ecung this poor unfortunate, I will | 


4 | M. Mars 
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M. Mor. (afide) That muſt not be; yet his 
warmth alarms me.—Nay but, my dear, think deli- 
beratcly !—Suppoſing her all you ſay, the world judges 
by actions, not thoughts, and will bury her merit in her 
fituation. 

Har. It is that cruel argument perpetuates error in 
fo many of your frail ſex; be the firſt to riſe above it. 
That you are in Lord Glenmore's houſe, will be your 
Juſtification, both to the world and himſelf ; for, what 
but a generous motive can aCtuate you? Ingmy eyes, 
my dear Sophia, virtue never looks ſo lovely as when ſhe 
ſtretches out her hand to the fallen ! 

M. Mor. Oh, Harcourt | I am aſhamed of my 
ſuſpicion; I ought to have known all the candour and 
generaſity of your heart, and received, in a moment, 
the unhappy woman it patronized ;—yet, at this criſis, 
in our own affairs to run the chance of farther Oy 
rating my benefaCtor-— 

Har. I am not to learn, that friendſhip and love 
have been mere maſks to fraud and folly in the great 
world; no one would blame me, were I to ſuffer 
Woodville to ruin himſelf, as the ſhorteſt way of 
fixipg my own fortune, and obtaining my Lord's ap- 
probation of your choice. But, I know not how it 
happened, that, when a mere boy, I took it into my 
head, truth was as much to the purpoſe as lying ; and, 
as I neyer got into more ſcrapes than others, why, I ſtill 
purſue my ſyſtem, and prefer honour to art. Theu, if 
we fail, we have ſomething better to conſole us than a 
pond or piſtol; and, if we lucceed, what is there 
wanting to our happineſs ? 


M. ger. 
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M. Mer. And how do you mean to manage her 
eſcape ? r 
Har. That, my deareſt, is the difficulty. I found 
ſhe had ſeen you, and, therefore, was obliged to ſatisfy 
her of my honour, by aſſuring her you would call for 

her in perſon. : 
M. Mor. Very well; we muſt carefully watch our 
opportunity, You dine here—the werd of command 
yu are- accuſtomed to obey, but you muſt now become 
obedient to the Zoot; for, you know, I have my difficul- 
ties, however ſtrong my deſire of obliging you. 
| [ Exeunt, 


EXD OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 


8 c E N E I. 4 ehen Drawing-Roon 


Mi: , Mortimer. pouring out Coffee ſends it to the Cm. 
pany; Captain Harcourt leans againſt a Pannel near 
ber, fipping it; at a little Diſtance, the Governor and 
Woodville playing at Backgammon, while Lord Glens, 
more leans over his Charr, thoughtfully obſerving the 


Behaviour of his Son, who loſes merely to make his 
Uncle leave off. 


Har. Ir grows near the appointed hour, my love! — 
but how to make ſure of Woodville ? 

M. Mir. You ſhoul4 have thought of that hd 
my ſagacious confidant ! However, as I do not need 
your company, faſten it upon him pretend a duel,— 
pretend an intrigue ;—in ſhort, if all elſe Foils, pretend 
you are dying, and keep him to make your will, rather 
than ſuffer him to interrupt me. 

L. Glen. (to himſelf) What way can I fecure the 
abſence of this ſon of mine ? Fer, I ſee plainly, another 
lucky hit would almoſt provoke him into throwing the 

dice in the Governor's face; yet Vane, I doubt, has 
| hardly been able to procure me every cohvenience in fo 
ſhort a time. However, I will make one of my own + 
garrets his minx's priſon, rather than ſuffer hier to inter- 


tere with my ſerious views. * 


Gov. 


- 
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Gov. (Riſing from play) Zounds, Frank | you afs 
Eke the French; fo ready to be beat, that there is hard- 
ly any triumph in conquering you. But you ſhall take 
your revenge, I inſiſt upon it. | 

Mood. Another time, Sir my head achs3—my— 
in ſhort, I cannot play any longer; my couſin will en- 
Rage with you. | 

Har. (twitching his fleeve) Kind Sir, your couſin 
is infinitely indebted to you ; but he, like yourſelf, may 
have ſomething elſe o do; and ſo indeed has every body, 
for we all ſeem impatient to ſeparate. 

A. Mov. (to the ſtruant, removing coffee} Bid Wats 
ner ſend my cloak. 

Z. Glen. Going abroad, my dear? 

AZ. Mer. Only a formal round, my Lord. 

TZ. Glen. Woodville, you attend Miſs Mortimer. 
AM. Mor. Sweetly contrived, that, however; and 
my lover ſeems poſed (aſide to Harcourt. )--I will not 

ſo ſeverely tax Mr. Woodville's politeneſs, rwy Lord. 

Mood. You are very obliging, Madam (1 Har- 
n_ and the only thing ſhe has ſaid or donc to oblige 

me this day, entre nous. 

Har. (afide) Um, not quite ſure of that, if you 
knew all—(turning to Miſs Mortimer) I will march off 
quietly, and lie in wait for Woodville, fo that I think 
you may depend on his not meeting you. | 

[ Goes off unobſerved. 
nnn having taken his hat and ſword, Mert 
bis band to Miſs Mortimer. 

L. Glen. So, he is going to eſcape !—They all take 
pleaſure. in perplexing me.—F mak, return to me di- 

redtly ; 


n 11 


rectly; I have bethought myſelf of ſomething very im«. 

portant, in which 1 need your aſſiſtance. 
Nod. Would I had bethought myſelf of vaniſhings 
like Harcourt !—How deviliſhly vexatious ! 
| ; [ Leads Mifs Mortimer of 
I So, there goes Madam, to coquette, curteſy, 
and talk nonſenſe with every well-dreſſed ape of cither 
ſex · Before I would allow a girl ſuch a freedom 
L. Gun. Brother, do not judge till you know her, 
and give me leave to tell you, theſe prejudices of your 
temper will render you very ridiculous. | 
Gev. The prejudices of my temper! Oh, Lord! 
oh, Lord! this is an excellent jeſt. Zounds, becauſe 
you have not the uſe of your eyeS——— _ 

L. Glen, I ſhall never have patience !—My head is 
juſt now full of ſomething too important to examine 
which of us is moſt in the wrong.—l am fixed on re- 
moving this ambitious. mine of my ſon's for ever put of 
his redch immediately. Will you oblige me with the 
company of your ſervants? Being ſlaves, they will not 
dare reveal the affair; and,, were rn can 
hardly comprehend it. WW 
Gov. Will 1? Ay, that I will! and with my own 
company into the bargain |! 

L. Glen. Hiſt! He returns; mio ms foley 


by his countenance, mortified * t9 loſe the even- 
ing N from her. 


ies Woodville. 


-o, my dear Franks firſt to Puzale's chambers, for 
G the 


by 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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the mortgage of Hayfield-houſe, and don't fail to learn 
his whole opinion upon the ſubject; — (aſide to the Go- 
vernor) and that will take two long hours by a very mo- 


- derate computation Athen proceed to the London Ta- 


vern, and aſk if Levi, the Jew, waits there by my ap- 
pointment; A en there till either he 


or J jein you. 
Mood. A pretty relliiabout EI my father 


| has invented for me! (aſale) and J dare not give the 


leaſt ſymptoms of diſguſt, left that troubleſome old uncle 
of mine ſhould pry into the cauſe I ſhall / obſerve 
your orders, my Lord, —though if the devil has called 
upon the counſellor a little before his time, I ſhall conſi- 
der it as an eternal obligation - [Extt. 


L. Glen. No I muſt enquire after Vane. ¶ Exit. 


© Gov, And I will: give à little lecture to my myrmi- 
dons, and wait, with them, your pleaſure, —Od, it will 
be precious ſport, to catch Madam fo unawares, and ſee 
her play off every virtuous 'grimace with which ſhe en- 


tangled young en ten - + | Bxeunt, ſeverally. 
1222 * f : 171 » wit 92 0 
avs , 1, SCENE, The Hall, 
Enter Vane, looking about. 


. 8 his old-faſhioned Lordſhip has not 
employed two of us on one errand !—An old man has 


been hovering about Madam's houſe, and has followed 


me here, without my knowing what to make of him 


Howevers cars befriend me! | 2 ¶ Retires liftening 


1 4 | Enter 


. 3 
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Enter the Governor, and his black Servants ſoon after. 


Here, Anthony, Pompey, Cæſar] you dogs! be 
ready to attend my Lord and me on a little expedition, 
—No; no flambeaus; boobies !—the chaſte Mifs Diana 
will ſurely take a ſpiteful pleaſure in lighting us to catch 
another kind of Miſs. — And, do ye hear? not one 
ſyllable of the when, where, or how; except you intend 
to dangle on one Kring, like a bunch of black grapes. 


[Talks to them apart. 
Enter Grey, 


Grey. It is here, I am at length informed, the fa- 
ther of this abandoned ſeducer refides.—Yet, what re- 
dreſs can poverty hope from pride ?—Surely, however, 
for his own ſake, he will aſſiſt me in regaining the poor 
girl, and afterwards prevent the wretch from NOTES 
ber !—There I ſuppoſe he is my Lord! 

Gov. (Turns ſhort upon him) Well, old ſturdy ! what 
do you want with my Lard ? | . 

Grey. Merciful Heaven ! the father of Cecilia. 

Vane. (liflening) Hey ?—indeed |! | 

Grey. Oh! how my heart miſgives me !—perhaps 
this baſe Woodville—her. very brother. - 

Gov, What, is the old man ill? Sure I know this 
honeſt—it is not—yet it is—Grey ? 

. Grey. The ſame indeed, my Lord. 

Gov. No my Lord, to me, cien. my. name is is 
Harcourt. | x 

G 2 Grey, 


7 
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Grey. Bleſſed be Heaven for that, however! 
Gov. Be not righteous over-much ! for that my 


| name is Harcourt, I do not reckon among the firſt 


favours of Heaven.—But, ha, ha ! perhaps you thought 
J had no name at all, by this time ?—Faith, I put a 
pretty trick upon—well, well, well (to the blacks) 
you may retire till my Lord is ready. [ Exeunt. 
I am a riddle, honeſt Grey] but now I am come to ex- 

pound myſelf, and make thy fortune into the bargain. 


Alt is many a long day fince I faw old England. 
hut at laſt I am come home with a light heart and 


a heavy purſe, deſign to fetch up my Cicely, give her 
and my money to the honeſteſt fellow I can find, and 
grow old amid? a roſy race of Britons, ſpringing from a 
ſtem reared after my own faſhion.— There's news for 
you, my honeſt friend! 

Grey. Alas! How little will he think I deferve his 
favour when he hears my account of her ! And how can 
I ſhock- a parent, with what too ſeverely ſhocks even 
myſelf? Aide. 

Gev. What !—Silent, man ?—ha, ha, ha -I can't 


but laugh to think how fooliſh you looked at the ſe- 


cond year's end, when no allowance came-—but that 
was my own contrivance; all done on purpoſe, my 
good old ſoul! and now it will come in a lump; 
there's the whole difference. Well, and ſo my dame 
made her a pattern of houſewifery, hey ?—od ! I don't 
intend to touch another pickle or preſerve that is not 
of my little Cicely's own doing; and 1']! build her a 


- dairy with every bowl and churn of filver !——Zounds, 


it ſhall be a finer fight than the Tower of London 
and 


* 
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and we'll ſet up Dame Deborah's ſtatue before it, like 
Queen Anne's in St. Paul's Church-yard!— but, why 
doſtn't enjoy this diſcovery, man? art afraid I ſhall take 
her from thee? Oh, never think of that; for thou ſhalt 
bleſs every pie ſhe makes; aye, and fte it afterwards, 
old Pudding-Sleeves. 

Grey. Ah, Sir! (/ighing) 

Co. Hey? Zounds !—What doſt mean? Sure my 
Cicely isn't dead ! 

Grey. No, not dead, Sir! 

Gov. She's very near it, then, I ſuppoſe ? 

Grey. No, Sir. 

Gov. No, Sir? Then what the devil do you mean, 
by alarming me thus, with your “ No Sirs,” after 
all ? 

Grey. Alas! Is there no greater evil? 

Gov. None, that I know of ; but your whole fray 
ternity are not more like ravens in colour than note. 
Come, let us know what this mighty evil is ? | 

Grey. For years did ſhe increaſe in goodneſs as in 
beauty; the charm of every young heart, and the ſole 
comfort of thoſe old ones, to whom Heaven and man 
ſeemed to have conſigned her for ever. 


Gov. Well, well, I had a little bird told me all 
this 

Grey, About a twelvemonth ago, during a little 
abfence of mine, a young man of faſhion introduced 
himſelf into my houſe ; and, my wife being void of ſuſ- 
picion, and the dear girl uninſtructed in the wars of this 
bad world 


Ger, 


humanity ? 
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Gov. The dog betrayed her And is this your care, 
you old-—and that ignoramus, your wife? Zounds 
J am in ſuch a fury; — I want to know no more of her 
infamous conduct, —Od ! I am ftrangely tempted to 
have you ftrangled this moment, as a juſt reward for 
your negligence ; and ſo bury the ſecret with you. 

Grey. It is as effectually buried already, Sir I love 


the dear unhappy girl too well, ever to tell her Heaven 


gave her to ſuch a father. 

Gov. Yes, yes; you are better ſuited to the I hope 
ſhe pays for this ſeverely . Vou make her ſtand in a 
white ſheet, to be pointed at by the whoje village every 
Sunday, to be ſure ? 

Grey, Alas, Sir! She put it out of my power even 
to forgive her 

Gov. Forgive her ! forgive her, truly 

Grey. By flying immediately from her only friend. 
+—lInfirm and poor, I ſtruggled with the joint-evils till 
now; when, having collected enough to ſupport me, 
I walked up in ſearch of her ;—it was only yeſterday 
I diſcovered her in a 0 60 coach, which I traced to 
her houſe. 

Gov. A houſe? I ſhall run mad entirely !—A coach ? 
— Why, dare the little brazen-face pretend 40 elegance, 
when I took ſuch pains to quench way ſpark of = 


lity in her ? 
| Grey. In the neighbourhood I mana the name of 


her ſeducer ; and, in ſeeking him, met with you. 
Moderate your paſſion, Sir—Reflet ! When age is 
frail, what can we expect in youth? hall man deſert 


Gov, 
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Cv. | So, fo, ſo l Now I am to be tortured with 
your preaching. —-I renounce the unworthy little ſlut. 
I have no friend—no daughter——no any thing. 
— Od! I would ſooner build an hoſpital for ideots, like 
Swift, and endow-it with all my fortune, than beſtow 
it on one who thus perverts reaſon. Hark ye, Sir 
Forget the way to this houſe Forget you ever ſaw my 
face Would I had never ſeen your's For, if you 
dare to ſend. her whining to me, I'll torment you with 
every plague, power, wealth, law, or even lawyers can 
ſet in motion——By Heaven, I abjure the audacious little 
wreteh for ever I and will ſooner return to India and 
bury my gold with thoſe from whom it was taken, than 
beſtow a ſingle ſhilling on her, when ſhe loſes her coach 
and her houſe / 

Grey. (contemptuouſly) And T will ſooner want 2 
ſhilling, than ſuffer her to waſte her youth in a ſlate 
which will render her age an inſupportable burthen |— 
Fear not, Sir, ever ſeeing her or me again; for the 
boſont which reared, will Joyfully receive her, nor far- 
ther embitter her remaining days with the knowledge 
ſhe was born the equal of her undoer; and deprived 
herſelf of all thoſe bleſſings Heaven only bid, never 
denied her. I Enit. 


Governor alone. 


Gov. Who would have a daughter ?—Zounds + 
I am as hot as if I was in the black hole at Calcutta 
If Miſs had only married a lout, from ignorance of her 
birth, I could have forgiven it; but, her puppy being 


- of 


43 THE CHAPTER or ACCIDENTS; 


of faſhion, the papers will get hold of it, and 1 ſhall 
be paragraphed into purgatory.— Fools tan turn wits 
on theſe occaſions; and, « A certain Governor and his 
daughter,” will ſet the grinners in motion from Piccadifly 
to Aldgate.-—This infolerit old fellow, too I need 
not wonder where ſhe got her courage Not but I 
like his fpirit—Od! I like it much !-—It- proves his 
innocence.— What the devil did I drive him away for ! 
Here, dogs - Run after that old man in black, 8 
- f | 


7 ** An ann 


T. Glen. And now, brother, I am ready for you. 
Gov. Yes; and now, brother, 1 have ſomething elſe 
to mind, and my ſervants moreover — [Exit 
L. Glen. What new whim can this troubleſome mor- 
tal have taken into his head ? (a rapping at the door ) 
I am not at home, remember. —Miſs Mortimer ! 
Who s with her? 


Miß. Mortimer enters, with Cecilia in mourning, 
M. Mer. Nay, as to that circumſtance—Bleſs me, 


bere's my Lord! 


Cc. My Lord i——Good Heavens, I ſhall ſink into 
the earth 

A. Mor. He can never gueſs 2 youRecover 
my dear creature 

L. Glen, Is the Lady indiſpoſed, Miſs Mortimer ? 

M. Aer. Yes, my Lord — that is, no I don't 
know what I am ſaying, —She has been ill lately, and 


riding has a little overcome her; that's all. ( Aſide to 
| Cecilia) 


Aram ae $7D:r7i:r Oo 
Cecilia), Struggle to keep up, for Heaven's fake and 


your, OWN. _.. 

Gee, Impoſkble ! { Lud Glenmore draws a ball 
chair, i inwhich, ſhe faints).. 

«<4 Glen. Warner ! drops and water, in a moment. 
tion beauti ful. the is her features are exquiſitely 
fine eh 
A. Ar. Then are © thought ſo, my Lord. —Bleks 
wel, where, can 1 have emed my Eau de Luce !— 
Oh, I have it. 7 IR 

IL. Glen: Her pulſe returns—the revives. 

7 Gee. U beg your pardon, Madam my Lord, too ] 
wad am ſhocked to have occaſioned. ſo much trouble. 

M. Ahr. Abſurd to apologize for the infirmity of 
nature m a 1 do aſſure Near —_ . 
anxious 117 38 

L. Glen. The man muſt farly hems loſt every 
ſenſe, who,, can ſee. this. Lady, even when deprived of 
her's, without emotion: but to me, the languor of 

illneſs had ever ſomething; peeuliarly intereſting.— 


Aide) 1. wonder who this elegant creature is! Her 
hand ſeems to tremble ſtrangely. 


Cc. Oh, Madam — + :.- 1 ET 
II. Ar. Silence and recallefion Ss can ſecure 
you from. ſuſpicion —1 confels, I. xclied on his 
ouſenes. : 


Ne enter the Governor. 


Cv. He won't return, hey —ed! 1 ke the old | 
Cambrian the better for it — ! have fired his Welch 
© blood finely. — Why, what a blockhead was I, not to 

-v ; 


K* 5 go 
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go after him myſelf !—Methinks, I ſhould like ts 
know Miſs, when I meet her in her coach too. Um 
did he not tell me ſomething of tracing the ſeducer 
into this houſe! (tand in amazement a moment, then 


whiſtles) Woodville's' miſtreſs, by every thing con- 


trary! od, I ſhall ſeize the gypſy with redoubled ſa- 
_ tisfaction ! but I muſt keep my own counſel, or my 
old beau of a brother will roaſt me to death on my 
ſyſtem” of education. —Hey ! who has he got there? 
(Cecilia riſes) A pretty laſs faith — Ah, there is the very 
thing I admire !—there is gentility, without the 
fantaſtical flouriſhes of faſhion !—juft the very air I 
hoped my minx would have bad: 2 Gleninore, 


* bGaving ld off Cecilia, returns). 


Lord Glen," I don't know THY but my inclination 


to this buſineſs is over. Iden I let the matter alone 


at preſent. «hi a 

Sv. The devil you ve, 17 0. to 228227 
Woodville may have married her. 92 

T. Gln. D'ye think fo ? — well, eee | 
© "Gov. And, what TI n ye 
y ? 

oO Glen. (4jide) I won't truſt this * 

till all is ſafe.—I care not what becomes of her, ſo 


ſhe is out of my way; — ſend her to * N 


ee 


neither; Bridewell, quotha hy, who knows but 
the fault may be all that young rakehell your ſon's? 

T. Glen. My ſon's, Sir! let me tell you, I have 
£? 1 Cov. 


+ , 


Gov. 'To Bridewell, truly no, that you ſhan't, 


, 
„ 

3 

* 
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Gov. Oh, if breeding were any ſecurity----Zounds, 
I ſhall betray all by another word | ( Afide) 

L. Glen. What now can have changed you? but 
you are more inconſtant than our climate.---Did you 
ever know one minute what you ſhou'd think the next ? 
However, to ſatisfy your ſcruples, I intend to diſpatch 
het to a nunnery; and, if that don't pleaſe yous 
c'en take charge of her youtſclf, [ Exeant together, 


Vane comes forward. 


Vance. Ha, ha, ha; why, this would make a come- 
dy !—and ſo, of all birds in the air, his dignified 
- Lordſhip has pitched on me for the huſband of the 
Governor's daughter and his own niece !---Well, if 1 
ean but go thro* with this, it will be admirable 1 


Thbank'd by one for making my fortune, e ap 
the anger of all, 


Enter a Servant. 
. 
Ser. Mr. Woodville, Sir, is juſt gone into the houſe 
you bad me watch, Exit. 
Fane. The devil he is !---Why then I muſt conſign 
my intended to him for one more night, and perſuade 
my Lord to delay our ſeizure till morning z---for, to | 
meet with him, would certainly produce an agreement 
of all parties, and a marriage which would never en- 
rell my name in the family peligres, or Governor's 


' will. 
Wl H2 © SCENE 
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| SCENE, Cecilia's Dreſſing-rbon. 
Candles burning, and her clothes ſcatter d. 
E nt a Woody ae. 


I Thanks to that dear lawyer” Y lucky abſence, I have 


a few happy hours, my love, to ſpend with thee----- 


[hooks at her clothes] already retired? ſure I have not 


left my key in the garden gate.---No, here it is [rings the 
bell and takes off his fward, then throws himſelf into a 
chair.] Nobody anfſwer----1 don't underſtand this. 


— Perhaps LI ſhall diſturb her---P'll teal into her cham- 


ber---[goes off and preſently returns diſordered] Not 
tiere! her clothes too, the ſame ſhe had on laſt - 
oh, my heart miſgives me !---but where are all the 


. ſervants? [rings very vislently, calling at the en time, 


Bridget ! Robert ! Jacob 1] f 


Enter Bridget, with her hat on. 


- Bridget f what's become of your Lady? 

Brid. Really, Sir, I can't lay 3 t 2 
know? 

Mood. If I did I ſhou'dn't have aſk'd you. 

Brid. (After a little pauſe) Why, ſure, Sir, my 


Lady has not run away? and yet ſomething runs in my 


head, as if ſhe had,---I thought that ſpark came : for no 
| good to-day. 0 


AT 


Mood. What ſpark, girl? | | 
Brid. Why, juſt aſter you went away, comes a 


| '3 young man, # monſtrous genteel one, and very hand- 


* 
5 ſome } 
-— Sd % -» + ſe q 
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ſome too, I muſt needs lags with fine dark eyes and a 


freſh colour. - 

Mood. Damn his colour tell me his buſineſs. 

Brid. So he axed for my Lady, and would not | 
tell me what he wanted: I came with her, however, * 
but ſhe no ſooner ſet eyes on him than ſhe ſent me out; 
which argufied no good, - you'll ſay; and, before IL 
could poſſibly come back, though I ran as faſt as ever 
my. legs could carry me, he was gone, and ſhe writing 
and crying, for . dear life - but that was no news, ſo 
1 did not mind it: and when ſhe gave me leave to 
go to the play thought no more harm than the child 
unborn. 

Mood. It muſt be a ſcheme beyond all doubt, and I 
am the dupe of a diſſembling, ungrateful— oh Ce- 
cilia ! (throws himfeif in d chair) 

: Brid. ( Softening her voice and ſetting ber dreſs) If 1 4 
was as you, Sir, I would not fret about her :---there is 
not a lady in the land would ſlight a gentleman fo hand- 
ſome and ſweet temper'd---I ſcorns to flatter, for my 
part.----Inferials muſtn't direct their betters : but, had 
I been in my Lady's place, a King upon his throne 
would not have tempted me,---- Handſome bim that 
handſome does, ſay I; and I am ſure you did handſome 3 
by her; for, if ſhe could have eat gold, ſhe might have 5 
had it. He might take ſome notice truly. 

[ie 


Nad. (Starting up) Where was ſhe writing ? 
Brid. In the little drewing-room Sir. | 
_ Weodrile. 


4 Bridget 


* 
| 
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Bridget alone. 


This ridiculous fove turns people's brains, I think. 
= am ſure I faid enough to open his eyes :—but, 
may be, I don't look ſo handſome, becauſe I am not fo 
fine—Hey,—a thought ſtrikes me! My Lady is gone, 
that's plain. Back ſhe will not come, is as plain. 
(Gathers together Cecilia's elegant clothes.) I'll put on 
theſe, and he'll think ſhe gave em to me: then he may 
find out, I am as pretty as ſhe : if not—he and I are of 
very different opinions. _ 7-5 


Re-enter Woodville more diſorder*d. 


Nad. Cruel, ungrateful, barbarous girl !—to for- 
| fake me in the very moment I was reſolving to ſacrifice 
ev*ry thing to her but tis juſt.---Firſt dupes to, the 
arts of man, , the pupil ſoon knows how to foil him 
at his own Weapons. Perhaps the diſcovery is fortunate. 

In a ſhort time, I muſt have borne the whole diſgrace of 
ber ill conduct, and my father's reſentment had the bit. 
. tereſt aggravation. But is ſhe indeed gone? and wil 


continual to-morrows come, without one hope to render 
them welcome ? 


| Enter Jacob. 
Wed. Villain! where's your Lady? 
Fac. Las a deazy, how can I tell, zur? 
Naa. Where are all your fellows ? 
Jac. Abroad making haliday 
| Muc. 


* 
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Wied. When did you go out? who gave you 
leave ? 

' Jac, My Leady, her own zelf; and I' tell you 
how *tware.---Arter dinner I geed her a noate ; and, 
when zhe had red un, ſhe axed me if zo be as how I 


had ever zeed the lions? Zoal told her noa; nor no 


mour I never did.--Zoa zhe geed me half a crown, and bid 
me goa and make myſelf happy. I thought it ware deſ - 
perate koind of her; 20a I went and zeed the huge cre- 
turs ; and arter, only ſtop'd a bit to peap at the maniment, 
and hay my fortin tuold by Cony'rer in the Old an. 

Wed. What the devil does it Gignify 1 to me e-what he 
faid ?---Hark'e, Sir, I ſee in your face you know more 
of your miſtreſs ? 

Fac. Dang it then my feace do lye hugely ! 

Mad. Tell me the whole truth villain | or I'll ſtab 
you to the heart this inſtant. + (Draws his fword) 

Fac. | (fneels) I wull, zur, indeed I wull: doan't 
| ye terrify me zoa |! I do forget ev'ry thing in the whole 
world. | 
Wood. Be ſincere, and depend upon my rewarding 

ou. WN t 

5 Fac. Why, I with I meay die this maument, if 
conj'rer did not zey I ſhould loſe my pleace nay, 
aw do verily think aw zaid zomething o my being 


put in fear o my loife. Loard knaws, J little * 


how zoon his wards would come to paſs, 

Mad. Will you dally ? 17 

Fac. Zoa, as I zaid; zur, when I com'd huome 
2gain, I found all the duors aupen, and not a zoul to be 
alle Mood. 


—_ - F 


" —— — —Uä—̈6ͤ—j 


— 


they ſtaid : Did they come togeiber er alone? 


* 
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M bad. (afide) This fellow can gever mean to impoſe 
on me, and I muſt think it a planned affair.--- While Ii 


Was in the Ow oe did wore miſtreſs, ſee mach 


company? 1E t 175473 wor 
Fac. e h not to: ak t gen- 

tlewomen, 19 21949 beft 
r blockbead ! why bd he ny 

male viſitors? Wo 1 7 yqqurt Hoya 93:5: din; cg 
Jace fan!! 1 


and. I muft bra thee «ll e Di any 
ici fake then? he 49 151 11 N. Aut. | 

Fac. Oh yes, zur, a gendeman, com al 
moſt eviry dea: $3 

Mod., How, APE I ſl up trated! 


Yana, and handſome ? ' $3417: 
Fac. Not auver youngy zur, nor auver tele 3 
agar foinke*; slot oui om A. 


Mead. So they came Umoſher' Ty day Vow W 


kde, Miſs/Cecilia 1--- Was you never call'd up while 


Fac. Aloane. + 
M ocd. I thought as much; yes, I thought as . 
But was you never call'd up, Jacob ? 


Jac. Les, zur, chen one aw um ware here obe 


deny — canlid up for zomething or other. 
cad. e e e on the 

ric: E i 145 
Jac. Don't 8 look FEI PCN LT *. 


Mood. Well, well, I won h my good fellow * 


en ee honeſtr. Fo 
Fac. Well there aw ware - 
Hand Speak out freely * can. tell me 'nodbing 
worle 


\ 


= * * 


WW 
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works than item nne 
not at al. 

Ju. 1 pleaying on that theare 
n like a coffin, and Madam ware a zinging to 
gary ag: eee 

Mood. en .. (puſhes 
dim down.) +. 

Fac.” Tudor 2 | 
Mud. Aye, I had forgot ;—what of him, good 
Jacob ? what of him? 

Fac. 1 ware never caall'd up while aw ſteay'd; 20a 
(1 can't but zeay, I had a curoſity to knaw what brought 
he here) one deay I peap'd through the keay-hoole, 
En" I. 

Mid. Teil me this inſtant, A c en 
re | 

© Fac. Segen en u lebe alis no bagger than 
my hond; while Madam ware a huolding out her quoats, 
and danzing all round the room, e the ws 
nuet aukwardh, ) 


Mood. Why, 1 believe the impudent bumpkin dares 
to jeſt with my miſery! and yet I have no other avenue; 


for the reſt, I fear, are knaves, and he ſeems only a fool. 
elif ere af tt Ht come, Jacob? | 
- Fat, Noa, thare ware one moare, Zur; a leetle 
mon in a black egg ne only cuom'd now and 
tan.— 
: "Wool. A diguie np doubt! Yew, yes, they mer 
artful enough | 

Fac. n aw 


did chut hiz zelf up wi' Bridget; and zoa I ax'd 


I her 


j 
| 
| 


-. 
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her all about un, and zhe' zaid az how aw coom'd to 


teeach Madam to turn themmin great round balls, all” 
bleue, and red, and yaller, that do ſtond rr e 
and larned zhe to wroite.— 

Waed. e 
I don't doubt. If that fellow in black comes here again, 


keep him, if you value your life, and ſend for me.—1 


know not what to do or think, and muſt renew my 


ſearch, though hopeleſs of ſucceſs, | 1 _ [Exit. 


Jacob alone. 


Fac. Dang it !—But he's in a deſperate teaking !— 
Rabbit me, but I ware muortally afeard aw un too, for 
aw Auriſh'd hiz zword az yeazy az I cou'd a cudgel ! 
Ido think -conjuror moight as well ha' tould me 
Madam would ha“ run away, while aw ware abeout it, 


and then I moight ha run'd away firſt, - [Exits 
Gone x 
5 ia | | 101 


Grey. At length I have gained entrance into this 
houſe of ſhame, which now, alas ! contains my darling 
Cecilia Plunged in vice, and loſt to every ſentiment; 
I ſpent ſo many anxious years in implanting. This does 
not ſeem to be the abode of pleaſure, nor have "EO. 
m being. | 


* . - 
* * „ 
* 
" 6 * 7 ®* N a . # + 
A y *'Y * * 4 i AY . 
— p 
* * 
* * 
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wal? * 
Woodville entering behind, * . and 4 bit. 
ford, flies at, on ſeixes bim. 


Hud. Ha la man !—and in black, as Jacob ſaid. 
Villain, this moment is your laſt. | 

Grey. (turning ſuddenly upon him) Yes, young ſe- 
ducer, add to the daughter's ruin, the father's murdet ! 
Stab my heart, as you already have my happineſs ! 

Mood. Alas! Was this her viſitor ? I dare not ſpeak 
to him 

| Grey. Emboſomed by ee exalted by title, 
peace ſtill ſhall be far from thy heart; for thou, with the 
worſt kind of avarice, baſt, by ſpecious pretences, 
wreſted from poverty its laſt dear poſſeſſpn—virtue. 
Mood. Pierced to the ſoul, as I am by your reproaches, 
I dare appeal to Cecilia herſelf for a teſtimony of my 
contrition How ſhall I convince you ? 

grey. Hardly by a life of repentance.—But I debaſe 


| myſelf to exchange a word with you. Give me back 


my Cecilia !—Ruined as ſhe is, I yet would recover 
her !-—Give her back then to a father you firſt taught 
her to fear, and an habitation, too humble fr any but 
the good to be happy in. 

Wind. Alas, Sir] Can you trifle with my miſery ? 


Oo you give her back to the wretch who cannot ſurvive 


her loſs! Let me owe her hand to your bounty, though 
ker heart to her own !—Did you know what this elope- 
ment of her's has coſt me EY „ 
Grey. Oh! —Moſt accompliſhed villain |—but thin 
not to dupe me too 
I 2 IWWad. 
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Weed. eee e eee 
ſince morning? | | 

Grey. Shallow artifice | 
Nad. . 
IT ſolemnly ſwear I have deeply repented my crime, and 
e ſince 
then 

Grey. "What fince then? 

Weed. Either by your means, ne ſhe has 
fled | .. 

Grey. Impoſſible ! 

.#ood.” Tis too true, by Heaven | 
 » Grey. Perhaps, while you are thus ingeniouſly de- 

luding me, ſhe indeed flies. Study ſome other decep- 
tion, while I examine the whale houſe, far nothing elſe 
Can convince me. Inuit. 


Woodville alone. 


Surely this injured venerable man was ſent by Heaven 
to complete my misfortunes !—My paſſions ſubſide, but 
only into a vague horror and deſpondency, even more 
dreadful !—If with raſh hand ſhe has ſhortened her 
= what remain of mine will be, indeed, all her 

father predicts !—(walking by the toilet )—Ha, a letter! 


' Re-enter Grey. 
ws. A total londineks in the houſe! | «: 
Mod. Now, Sir, be otarignedieo-£ have jab uns 
a letter from her. i 4 


— 
* 7 
5 


4 
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Grey. This cannot be the invention of a moment; 
| let me read it—it is, indeed, her hand——(opens and 
reads it. | 
* Receive this as my laſt farewell 8 
tc has unexpectly ſent me a friend, whoſe protection I 
dare accept; and time may perhaps ſubdue a paſſion 
« which ſeems interwoven with my being, — Forget 
me, I intreat; and ſeek that happineſs with another, 
„J. can never hope to beſtow or partake.Conſoled 
* only by reflecting, that the grief my error occaſions, 
« is inferior to that I ſhould have felt, had I, by aH u 


« generous uſe of my power, made you, uy my 
« victim. Once more, adieu All will 
« certainly be fruitleſs. | | 

4 P. 8. In the cabinet you will find your valu- 


« able preſents ; and the * is in a drefling 
« box. ” , 
(Woodville ſnatches the lett 

Grey. Cecilia! I may ſay, 
art, indeed, my daughter! more dear (if poſſible) than 
ever! A daughter monarchs" might contend for, though 
thy weak father abjures thee May the friend you 
have found have a heart but like your own For you, 
young man {—But I leave you to your anguiſh ; the loſs 
of ſuch a woman is a ſufficient puniſhment. 

Mood. Stay, Sir! (riſes) by your holy profeſſion, I - 
conjure you, ſtay —Plunge me not into total deſpair ! 
— Though without a clue to her aſylum, I would fain 
believe my heart will lead me to it; and let me then 
hope you will beſtow her on me ? | 


and burſts into tears.) 
ith tears of joy, thow 


Grey, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


4 
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Grey. There is a fomething in your manner, young 


| gentleman, that affects me;—I have been young, wild, 


and extravagant, myſelf ; and what is more ſtrange, have- 
not forgot I was ſo : my own experience proves reforma- 

tion poſſible; act up to her, and atone your error. 
Wood. I will endeavour -it, 'Sir ! and, oh ! could 
thoſe who yet but waver, know what has paſſed in my 
wa 3 who would dare to deviate? 
f ln 


* 


? 


EXD OF THE THIRD ACT, © 


3 


„ 
SCENE, Cecilia's Houſe. 


Bridget dreſſed in Cecilia's clothes, Aud with every thing 
N. and tawdry. 


'Brid. 801 am ready daft aur Gelen 
comes. Deuce on him to run away laſt night, the 
moment I was dreſt—and with an inferial fellow too! 
—Lard, how can people of quality demean themſclves 
by keeping company with inferials !—However, one 
thing I am ſure of, he's too much on the fidgets to ſtay 
long away from our houſe; and, in the mean while, I 
can entertain myſelf pans, well. (Sits down to the 
toilet.) 

. Fac. (without) I tell ye, my Leady $ not at huows: 

Gov. I tell you, I won't take your wy for it 
ſo come, my Lord, and ſee. | 

Brid. Heyday, my Lord —What $ the n news now, I 
wonder? 


Cl 


& Enter Lord FAIR and the ent bath Jeb 


Sw. Oh, 1 thought Madam had learnt enough of 
the ton to lye by proxy ! | 


Brid. 


Is: 
* BY 
JVI ea „ * Y*, 
wo . 1 4 4 
. 
+.» 
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| 
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| 
| 
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Brid. Dear heart -I am all of a twitteration !—= 
Who can theſe be? That's my Lord, for certain 

L. Glen. The vulgarüp of the wench is aſtoniſu- 
ing | 1 

Gov. —Um—why, a little gawky, or ſo— there's 


no denying it.—(aſide) Here's a pretty diſcovery, now, 


after all my projects l Thank Fortune, the ſecret is yet 
my own, though. | 
L. Glen. (advancing to her). I ought to beg your 


| excuſe, Madam, for ſo abrupt an intruſion ; but the > 


opportunity and ſo fair a temptation, will, I flatter myſelf, 
15 a ſufficient apglogy. 

par i 5 He takes me for my Lady, that's a ſure 

this is charming Vou need not make 

e eee ee 


. . 


arten becter. e 

L. Glen, (aſide) Why, Whit diahutver 1 
ee eee 
by your beauty! . + 

Brid. Dear heart, my Lord, you 8 me | 


Won't you pleaſe to ſit? (waits ; till Dp . 


i ſeat themſelves) * © 

L. Glen. (to the Governor) Surly by lng wy te 
The knows me ! 

Gov. Zounds| I have» great mind to nuke hr 
know me (Od! I ſhall never be able to contain] 4 

L. Glen. I was afraid, Madam, I ſhould prove an 
unwelcome gueſt—but beauty like your's— 


©. Brid. Does your Lordſhip think I ſo very hand- 


«. SE. 
* a k by 


* 


8 
5 
«a 
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fine then? Lord, ow lacky en my drfing my 


7. Glen (ee Affeded ideot -I was afraid, 
Madam, too, of meeting Woodville here. (fide) I 
know not what to ſay to her. 

Brid. He has not been here this morning; but, if 
he had, he knows better than to ax arter my company, I 
do aſſure you, my—Lordſhip. 

L. Glen. I have been told he intends marrying you; 
what a pity to monopolize ſuch merit | 

Brig, If he has any ſuch kind intention, tis more 
than I knows of, I aſſure 

L. Glen. His keeping bo wiſe reſolution from yous 
is ſame little comfort, however. | 
Brid. But, P 

of quality ; for I loves cards, coaches, dancing, and 
dreſs, to my very heart - nothing in the world better 
but blindman's-buff. I had ſome thoughts of taking a 
trip to Sadler's-Wells or Fox-Hall, but they don't begin 
till five o'clock. 

Gov. (afide) Ha! ha!—though ſhe can hardly ſpell 
out the Ten Commandments, ſhe could break every one 
with as much eaſe and impudence, as if ſho had been 
bred in the circle of St. James's. 

L. Glen. But, Madam, you know, FR CE Wood- 
ville-willing to marry you, it is not in his power while 
| his father lives, without forfeiting his fortune, the value 
of which you doubtleſs underſtand ? 

Brid. Oh yes, yes, for ſartin, my Lord. | 

L. Glen. Who knows too, how far an incenſed pa- 
rent may carry his reſentment ? He might find means to 


entrap and punifh you. 


Brid. 
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Brid. Ha, ha, ha!—he entrap me !—that world be 
a good jeſt No, no, I have more of the lady of qua- 
lity than to be fo eaſily catch'd. 

Gov. (mimicking her ) He, he, he !—that is the only 
particular in which you have nothing at all of the lady 
of quality. 5 
Z. Glen. With me you may ſhare a higher rank and 
larger fortune without thoſe fears—7 am of an age 
Brid. Ves, one may ſee that without being a con- 

juror— Why, will you marry me, my Lord? 

I. Glen. Convince me that, you don't love this 
Woodville, and I know not how far my paſſion may 
Carry me. 

Brid. Love him? Do you think I knows no more 
of high life than that comes to?—To be ſure, he is a 
ſweet pretty man, and all that—but as to love, I loves 
nobody half ſo well as myſelf ! 

I. Glen. Upon my foul, I believe you; and wiſh he 
bad the whole benefit of the declaration. Te the Gover- 
nor) Her ingratitude is as ſhocking as her ignorance, 
and Bridewell too gentle a puniſhment. 

Gov. Then build a Bridewell large enough to con- 
tain the whole ſex ; for the only difference between her 
and the reſt is this country mawkin tells what the town- 
bred miſſes conceal. | 

L. Glen. Why, Governor, you are as as teſty as if you 
had the care of her education. 

Gov. I the care?—Zounds, what I fay is merely 
from friendſhip to your Lordſhip.—I hate to ſee you 
_ . deceive yourſelf. —{ Aſide ) Surely he can never ſuſpect 
[Bridget is employed in cramming trinkets from the dreſſing- 
table into her nes. * 

Brig. 
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rid. Now I am ready to go, my Lord. 

L. Glen. Reflect, Madam; it would hurt me to have 
you ſay I deceived you if you ſhould repent—l am 
much afraid you will. 

Brid. What, when I am a Lady? Oh, I'll venture 
that, and attend you. 

Gov. (roughly ſnatching her other hand) To where 


you little dream of, you vain, _— — igno- 


rant baggage. 
Brid. Hey-day my Lord! 


Z. Glen. Appeal not to me, baſe woman !|—Know/ 
I am tie father of that poor dupe, Woodville. 

Brid, Dear heart! be ye indeed ?—What will be⸗ 
rn | 

L. Glen, And, as a moderate puniſhment for your 
hypocriſy, ambition, and ingratitude, ſentence you to be 
ſhut up for life in a monaſtery. 5 
+ \Brid, O Lord! among monſters ? 

Gov, No, ignoramus No, among nuns ; though 
w. | 

Brid, What, where they'll cut off my hair, and 
make me wear ſackcloth next my ſkin ? 

Gov. Yes, if they leave you any ſkiy at all, 

- Brid. Oh dear, dear, dear | ( ſabs and groans) Upon 
my bended knees, I do beg you won't ſend me there! 
hy, I ſhall go mallancholly—I ſhall make away 
with myſelf for ſartain; and my ghoſt will appear to 
you all in white. 

Gov. All in black, I rather think; for the devil- a 
ſpeck of white is there in your whole compoſition. 

K 2 T. Glen, 


% . 
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E. Glen. Your conduct, wretch'! juſtifies a ſeverer 
ſentence, —To ſeduce him * his duty, was crime 
enough ! 

Brid. Who, I ſeduce 'bim? 1.4id not, wy Lord 
indeed I did not. 

Z. Glen. Have 6 1 2 a? 

Brid. Na, indeed, no; that'T wiſhed to take my 
e od 

Gov. Ha, ha, ha ! Very prettily deviſed, faith, for 
a young beginner Come, come, (chucking her under 
Se chin) we muſt give you credit 1 — 
our * ha, ha 9 1 

Enter Vane and the ue. a 
Vane, is all ready ?—Scize this woman, ee e 
orders 95 : 

Brid. Ah, dear heart | e A APO 
do but touch n be no 
Lady—1 be only Bridget whe) 

Gov., r 
en ee you artful puſs - Zounds ! though I 
could one moment ſtrangle the pug's face in her own 
necklace, yet the next I can hardly prevail on myſelf 
to puniſh her What the devil had I new to do in Eng- 
land ? or what the devil had I ever to do in Wales 
Phew | I could dethrone fifty Nabobs without half the 
fatigue and anxiety of this moment. Take her away, 
however ! and let us try how hlis likes riding out in hex 


_ Vane and the Gower fine her ; 1 * 
. nd catches Lord Glenmore's coat falling en her 
** knees. Jacob enters, her back to bim. 

5 a | Fac. 


* 
* 


” gh gg 1 af w* Of 
Jus. Why, what a dickens be ye all at here? 
Zoa, what's my Leady theare ? | 
L. Glen. See there now-—Oh, the artful gaser 
Brid. Ob, Jacob Why, don't ye. ſee I am Brid- 
get Pray ſatisfy my Lord, here. 
Fac, Whys be- ye. Brig IG cruſt me 
elſe ! 1 
Gov. Here's a fool of rede 10 now, i 


take a hint though fo plainly given him — Thanks 
to the natural difference, for art is nature in woman. 


I. Glen. draws bim aſide.)) 

Fac. Auh, Bridget, Bridget! Where did thee 
get theeſum foin claws Noa, Air as theeſt e 
nnen | 
HBrid. . ab mi Wit 
be going! re, r We pe, an 
make a nunnery of me! | o berg 

Fac. A nunnery What's that Ne thing Cril. 
.tin? Well, if I do ſpake to um, will ye hae meg 
Bi Oh, yes, yes, yes]. .! it "EI 

L. Glen. Brother! 1 ſhall. leave: you to es 
pletion of this affar—1 3 am ſick to the foul of the 
6 1 | Eee 
: Gov ve yes 1 dot rue i6— bn dot 


it 
I. Glen. (to Vane) Con her to my houſe, au 
Jock her up in one of the lofts over the ſtables —Goa 
the back way, and even the family need know nothing 
of the matter, —The Chaplain will provide a licence, 
| and be ready,—Courage, Rik? and depend upon my 
gratitude | 1 | we [ Exit. 
Care 


” 
4. 
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Gon. Will you take her, or no ?—I ſhal! never be 
able to ſtifle my agitation. and burſt with rage if 1 


ſhow it.— a . 

\ Fac. Why, zure, pure, ye won't carr any our 
Bridget? 

Vane, Ha, ha, hat 


Cv. Oh, ſhe has beat her * 20 iato thy 
thick ſcull at laſt ?—-Pr'ythee, keep thy block-head out 
of my way, if thou mean'ſt to keep it on thy own 
NHoulders, 55 1 

Fac. Why, be ye in arneſt then? Dear heart alive! 
Why, this is couſin Bridget 12 

Brid. Only ſend for Mr. Woodville. | f | 

Gov, Prettily deviſed again Ha, ha, ha Des 
think, my little dear, we have lived three times as 
long as your Ladyſhip to learn a quarter as much? 
Send for Mr. Woodville, my Fong no; you won't 
nn 

Fac. Oh doan't eue. er if 

ye wull, do pray take 1. 

. Yes, e = r 
qroly. tv} 0 

Gov. Drag her away this moment. 

-  Brid. Oh dear, cv hear V1$oibe-hangeT ar. den fo 
another's crime is all that vexes me. 
91 [They carry her off, Governor follows, 
| SCENE, Miſs Meortimer's Apartment. 
5 Cecilia enters, and fits down to embroidery. 
How fond, how weak, how ungrateful, are our 
hearts Mine ſtill will preſumptuouſly fancy this houſe 
its home, and ally itſelf to every one to whom Weodville 


as dear. 
Lord 


1e % n - 5 3 7K 


Lord Glenmore rs. 


Gr. Oh Heavens, my Lord! How ality — 
if 1 go, he may find the SI with Miſs Morti- 
mer 

7 L. Glen. You ſee, Madam, you have only to retire, 
. to engage us to purſue you even to rudeneſs. But, tell 
me, can it be your own choice to puniſh us ſo far as to 

prefer ſolitude to our ſociety ? 

Cec. I know myſelf too well, my Lord, to receive 
diſtinctions of which I am unworthy ; yet think not, 
therefore, I fail in reſpect. 

% L. Glen. But is that charming boſom ſuſceptible of 
nothing beyond reſpect ?— Why is it capable of inſpiring 
a paſſion it cannot participate ? 

Cc. Your goodneſs, my Lord—my profound vene- 
ration, will always attend you—buty the more generouſ- 
ly you are inclined to forget what is due to yourſelf, the 
more ſtrongly it is impreſſed on my memory. 

45 | L. Glen, Were what you ſay true, the bounties of 
Nature atone amply to you for the parſimony of Fortune, 
nor would your want of every other advantage leſſen 
your merit, or my ſenſe of it, 

Cc. (aſide Had he thought thus a few months ſince, 
how happy had I now been !-—Your approbation at once 
flatters and ſerves me, by juſtifying Miſs Mortimer's 
protection of me. 

L. Glen. Her partiality for you, does her more ho- 
nour than it can ever do you advantage. But you muſt 
tel me, how ſhe gained firſt the happineſs of knowiag 
you ? 


4 - Cee. 
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Cc. My—my Lord, by a misfortune ſo touching 
Z. Glen. Nay, I would not diſtreſs you neither; 
yet».1 own, Madam, I wiſh to make a propolgh worth, oh 
2 ſerious anſwer; but ought firſt. to know, why you 
affect a myſtery ? Tell me then, my dear, every incident 
of your life, and 1 will raiſe you to a title, I may with- 
out vanity ſay, many have aſpired to ! ; 

St. You oppreſs my very ſoul, my Lord! But, 
Anus ! unconquerable obſtacles deprive me for ever of 
-- » that title. Neither would I obtain it A alienating ſuch 
2 don from ſuch a father. 

T. O. Put him entirely out of the queſtion ; the | 
meanneſs of his conduct acquits me to myſelf. Do | 
you know, Madam, he has reſolved to marry a creature 
oc low birth, illiterate, vulgar, and impudent ? And, 
= r been his miſtreſs at | 
2 © Cec. Surely he knows, and purpoſely ſhocks me 
5 thus. (Afide.) | 

T. Glen. But your integrity doegn't render you ” 
br in my eyes; it greatly enhances every other — 
merit. As to his wretch, 1 have her in my power, and 
mall make her dearly repent. | 

c. Then I am loſt indeed (aſide )—You have, 
my Lord, though I know not how, Gkovered— riſes in 
- emfuſon) 

T. Glen. (riſes, taking ſnuff, without looking at her) 
£5: Oh, nothing more eaſy, Madam; I had him carefully 
> traced to her houſe ; and, during his abſence, took ſer- 
=. yantsandforced her away. , 
ec. (afide) That, however, cannot be me; every 

ward ſes to add to a myſtery i due not enquire ins, / | 
= 5 h | L. Gun. 
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L. Olen. But why waſte one precious moment on 
ſuch an animal? What are theſe unconquerable obſta- 
cles ? 725 <1 
Cec. Spare me, my "PEP your indulence induces 


me to try again to ſoften your reſolutions reſpecting your 


fon: deprived of the weak, the guilty, the miſerable 
wretch you juſtly condemn, a little time will (no doubt) 
incline him to his duty. I ſhould have your pardon to 
wer ann wer dana 


Ws Glen. But, can you, who ſo powerfully plead the 


cauſe of another, be deaf to the fighs of a man who adores 


you ? who offers you a rank 
Ce. Befatisfied, my Lord, with knowing I have 


all that eſteem your merit claims; which influences me 


beyond every caſual advantage. 
LT. Gun. But, Madam — 

Cec. Alas! my Lord |!—(burfts into tears, afide )— 
Be ſilent, if poſſible, both pride and virtue. I have de- 
ferved, and will ſubmit to it—yet ſurely the bitterneſs 
of this moment expiates all paſt offences. [ Exit. 


I. Cin. Amiable creature ! what an amazing ele- 


gance of mind and perſon ! Tears were her only anſwers 
to my queſtions,” and bluſhes to my lookss yet theſe 
only heighten a curiofity * have ſoftened into love. 
. 3 
Woodville's Apartment, 
| Woodville alone. 
Wed. No intelligence of my Cecilia yet Here 


I only aſſured of her ſafety, it would be n. 


tion. 


Sx 


74 THE CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS; 
, ' EY * 


Euter Jacob. 


Fac. Zur, Zur I do meake fo bowld as to ax to 
fpake to you. 

Wind. Jacob! my Chet fellow, the very fight of 
thee revives my hopes, and ſets my heart in motion 
Well, what's the news ? 

Fac. Turpriſing news indeed, zur 1—Loord, I 
thought I ſhould never meat wi'ye;— I com'd to your 
lodgings twice, and ye warn't up. 

Weed. Up! death, you ignorant booby ! why 
didn't you order them to rouſe m2 that moment ? 

Fac. Loord, Zur ! why your gentlemen (as they ds 
caal un) ware ſo terrable foine, I ware afeard of affronting 
un! 

Meod. Plague on the ſtupidity of both, ſay 1— 
But what's all * '© the purpoſe ? the news ? the 
news ? 

Fac. Las-a-deazy ! muortal bad news, indeed | hes 

Hed. You teins blckiad | is your Ley re 
turn'd ? | 

Fac.' Noa, Zur. (Shaking his head very mourne 
Fully.) 
Nad. (afide) The horrid forebodings of my 1 
recur; yet, ſurely ſhe could not be fo deſperate 
Shocking as the ſuſpenſe is, I more dread the certainty. 
DH Speak, however, my good fellow ! Jacob wipes his 

zyes -I ſhall ever value your ſenſibility ,— Tell me then 
the ſunple truth, whatever it may be? 

© Fac. I wull, Zur, I wull.— There has com'd two 
foine gentlemen, wi z words by their rides, Juſt for all the 
| r en 1 | 

by Wat: 


* * 


— 
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Waiid. Well, and what did theſe gentlemen ſay ? 

Jac. Why, they went up ſteare, willy anilly, and 
carr'd off our Bridget. (Burfts out a crying.) 

Word. You impudent, ignorant clown | I'll give you 
eauſe for your tears. (Shakes him.) 

Fac. Loord! Loord !—do ye ha a little Chriſtin 
commiſeration---Well, if ever I do cuome nigh ye again, 
I do wiſh ye may break every buone in my zkin. 

Mood. (Walking about in a rage) To inſult me 
with your own paltry love affairs! theſe great and 
mighty gentlemen were only conſtables I dare ſwear, 
and your fears converted their ſtaves to ſwords... 

Fac. Ay, butthat an't the worſt neither. I do verily 
think my turn wull cuome next; can't zleep in my bed 
for thinking on't, nor enjoy a meal's meat: 20, except 
you do bring your z word, and cuome and live in our 
houze, I wull guo out on't, that's a zure thing; for I 
had rather ſceare craws at a graat e n long, 
than bide there to be ſo terrifoid. 

od. Sceare craws truly? why the eraws will ſceare 
you, ye hen-hearted puppy — There, teake that, 


(gives him mmey) and guo home, or to the devih fo you 


never fall in my way again. 

Fac. Tome faulk that . black 
gentleman firſt, tis my belief---20a I had beſt keep out 
&'his woy too. 


| Enter Harcourt. 
Har. Woodville, what's the matter ? Why you 
vil rait e neighbourhood. 


Ly 5 Jacob 


-- —_— — — — — De 
— an 


- 
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| Jacob returns... 


Fac. Here's a peaper houſemaid do and you, wr 
her humble duty; but, if zo be it do put ye in another 
deſperate teaking, I do huope ye wull zend for zhe to 
beat, and not I'——Loard ! Loord ! wing wall becueme 
of me in this woide world of London! | 

| Exit Jacob; 

- Har. Ha! hal hat We chte Mew 
mud. A heart oppreſſed with its own feelings, fears 
_ ev'ry thing. e ee an 


| * 


Come; come, give it me then. Hey, what? 
ee Was ever any thing ſo unlucky ? (attempts 
. nag 
er amy it from him) Hal! it nen 
then? | 

Har. Why will you invent ee for yourſelf ? 
(Aar My own letter by ev ' ry thing careleſs Here's 
a ſtroke * N 
Voad. (Reads in a broken voice and manner) Wood - 
« ville on che brink of marriage---You will be diſen- 
« paged-- -A Nobleman---(Damnation !)-»-Heart and 
« fortune, at her feet” „LI let his ſoul out there 
Hell and furies l. but I will find him, if money 
Never will I cloſe my eyes till Oh Cecilia ( tbrems 
bimſaf into a ſeat.) 

Har. This is the moſt n know not 
what to ſay to him---Prythee, Woodville l do not fa- 
erifice ſo many reaſonable preſumptions in her favour 


o 3 a forgery, for aught you know | 
Wind. 
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Nad. Oh Charles ! that I could think fo !---but 1 
have ſeen the villain's execrable hand n * 
you never ſee the hand? 


Har. Um+---I can't but own 1 1 2 
devil hall I fay oh- gf 


Enter the Governor.” 


G. Woodville, my dear boy ! I am come to have 
a little talk with thee,---Charles ! don't run away lors 
you are in all your couſin's ſecrets, 

Mood. What ſhould poſſeſs this tireſome mortal te 
come here ?---I ſhould have waited on you, in half an 
hour, Sir, 

Gov. Ay, and that's what I wanted to avoid :-——— The 
more I talk to your father, Frank, the more I find him 
fixed on the match with his Miſs Mortimer! Nay, he 
tells me, he will have you married this very day. | 


Mad. That's mighty probable, b I am 
in, 


Gov. Ah, Frank! the girl I offer e- 
Mood. A than bet you de- 
ſpile. 

Gov, How do you know that, pepperorn?—How 
do you know that ?- --0d, I could tell you 

Mad. And to tell you my full mind, Sir, e 
ther. make myſelf miſerable to gratiſy my father, than 
any other man. 

Ceou Senne n ien n balk 
loving thee:---(4/ide) I don't ſee why I am obliged 


* 


-» 
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to know his Miſs is my daughter—T have a great mind 


to own what we have done with her; and, if he will 


marry, e en take care nobody hinders him! then, trump 
up a farce about forgiving them; —and yet, it goes 
againſt my conſcience to ptiniſh the puppy for life, 


though he has puniſhed me pretty ſufficiently, by the 


Lord Harry. 

Har. I don't like this affair at all, and tremble for 
my Sophia, e em ay 
her, 

Gov. (to — Well, 1 lad! do you know 
I am as deep in all your ſecrets as your favourite valet 
de chambre? 

"ag I don't underſtand you, Sir. 

Pho, pho, pho! keep that face till I ſhew thee 
Wrede as my Lord's. Why ſhould not you pleaſe 
yourſe}f, and marry your Miſs, page: eee 

8 Aſtoniſhing! 

O if you turn out the honeſt fellow I take you 


| for, = 1 a pretty round ſum, an onion and a black coat 


may one day or other entitle you to; ſo never mind Lord 


 Gravity's reſentment. 


Nad. I act from better motives, Sir, and were un- 


ny your winlth could itrewpe me 36 diſobey the buſt 
of fathers. 


Gov. (paſſimately) Why then marry Miſs Moru- 
mer, and oblige him; take a back feat in your own 
roach, get a family of pale-faced brats, born with of- 
trich feathers on their heads; and hate away a long life 
with all due decorum !-—Zounds, here's a fellow 


FL ; more 
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more whimſical than even myſelf.— Veſterday os 


would have the puſs, ſpite of every body; but, you no 
fooner find it in your power to oblige your beſt friend, 
by humouring your inclinations, than, lo ! you are taken 
with a moſt violent fit of duty and ſubmiſſion !-—Od, 
you don't know what you have loſt by it !——But, ſince 
you are bent on crofling me, I'll croſs you, and once for 
all too My ſecret ſhall henceforth be as impenetrable 
as the philoſopher's ſtone.—Ay, ſtare as you pleaſe, Ih 
give you more years than you have ſeen days to guels it 
in. | Exit. 

Har. What this uncle of our's can mean, is quite do» 
yond my gueſs ! 

Mood. What ſignihes ſeeking to expound by reaſon, 
actions in which it had no ſhare ?—His brainis induvitas 
bly touched! But Cecilia lies heavy on my heart, and ex- 
cludes every other thought. 

Har, Time may explain the ſecret of that letter, 
which, I will lay my life, ſhe deſpiſes :—A woman who 
did not, would have kept it from your hands. 

Mood. That's true, indeed !-—If I wrong, her, and 
this was but an inſult, there is a noble ſincerity in her 
own letter which ſets ſuſpicion at defiance. If he ſtum- 
led on one word of truth during this viſit the criſis of my 
fate approaches. Oh, wherever thou art, if the exalted 


being I will ſtill hope my Cecilia, thou ſhalt know I have 
— pet: (Sunn, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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; | f Hire 
8 
Sckxx, A mean Room ; Bits, Bridks, Sc. hanging 
all round 


order. Table by her, with a ſmall Roll, a Gla 
. Water, an old dogs-ear'd * and a bit of 
_ 


Fo of 


ec 


rid. Dian heart! dear heart what a miſerable 
time have I paſs'd! and, where I be to paſs my whole life, 
my Lord here only knows I have not much ſtomach 
indeed ; neither have I much breakfaſt. (Eats a bit of 
bread, and bunſis into tears.) 


| Enter the Governor. 


Gm Had Lend Bd i treo 
en I ſurely expiate them all, by going through a pur- 


 gatory in this life beyond what they have invented for the 


other. This vulgar ma ux of mine haunts my imagina- 


tion, in every ſhape but that I hoped to ſee her in ; I dare 


Hardly truſt myſelf to ſpeak to her — Od, I would not 
have the extirpation of the whole female ſex depend upon 
my caſting vote, while I am in this humour. 


* 
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Brig. Mercy on me! here's that croſs old gentle- 
F again! What will become of me ?---Do, pray; 
ſtrange Sir be ſo generous as to tell me what is next 
to be done with me ? | 

Gov, Why, juſt whatever I pleaſe, you audacious 
baggage ( Aſide) Od; now I think on't; I hæve a 
great mind td try a few ſoft words, and dive into all 
the ſecrets of the little ignoramus.—Come, ſuppoſe I 
had a mind to grant you yoiir freedom; how would 
you requite me ? 

Brid. Dear heart! why I'd love you for ever aud 
ever. 

Gov. Zounds, that's a favor I could very readily 
dilpenſe with; — and yet "tis natural to the poor 
wench.— Ah i if thou had'ft been a good girl, thou 
had'ſt been a happy one.---Hark ye, Miſs ! confeſs all 
your fins; that's the orily way to eſcape, I promiſe 
vou! and, if you conceal. the leaſt, I'll do, I 
Yon't know what I'll do to you. 

Brid, I will, I will, Sir, Weir be 
married. 

Gov. Married, ybu flut | bad as that is, it's too, 
good for you, — Come; tell me all your adventures. 
—Deſcribe the · behaviour of the young villain who ſe- 
iced you. Where did you ſee him firſt? 

Brid. Ugh, Ugh,—At church, Sir: 

Gov. At church, quotha—a pretty place to com- 
mence an intrigue in Hand how long was it before yd 
dame to this admirable agreement? 

Brid. Umb—Why---Sunday was. Midſummerceve, 
' —and Sunday after was Madam's wedding-day,—-and 
. Monday was our ir and A 


Cov. 


is out of his mind, that's a ſure thing, 
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Gov. Ob, curſe your long hiſtories !—and, what 


then faid Woodville ? 


Brid. Oh Lord, nothing at all---why, it warnt't 
he. of 


Gov. No -( rradh to burft with paſſion) Who, Ibis, 


who? tell me that, and quite diſtra&t me 


Brid. Timothy Hobbs, Squire's gardenen 
Gov. An abſolute clown (walls about half groaning 


with rage and diſappeintment) Who, oh who would be a 


father ?--I could laugh, ----cry,---die,---with ſhame and 


anger !---Since. the man, who corrupted, leſt her only 


one virtue, would he had deprived her of that too !--- 
Oh, that ſhe had but {kill enough tolye well ? 

Brid. Whether I can or no, I'll never ſpeak truth 
again, that's a ſure thing l- What do I get by i it, or any 


poor ſouls of the female kind ? 


Gov. I am incapable of thinking; every plan, 


every reſource, thus overturn'd.- I muſt be wiſer than 


all the world !---This fool's head -of mine muſt take 


to teaching, truly! as if I could-eradicate the ſtamp 


of nature, or regulate the ſenſes, by any thing but 
reaſon---Don't pipe, baggage, to me !---you all can 
do that, when too late :---when I have conſidered 
whether I ſhall hang myſelf or not, I'll let you know 
whether I ſhall tuck you up along with: me, you little 
wretch, you 1 A, 


1 


.. Bridget ale. 


Brid. Well, ſure I have at laſt gueſs'd. where 1 am 
ſhut up !---It muſt be Bedlam; for the old gentleman 


ute 


12 
7 
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Enter Vane, 


Van. Ha, ha, ha ! my future father-in-law ſeems 
to have got a quietus of my intended; and, faith, fo. 
wou'd any man who was not in love with a certain 
forty thouſand ;---to be ſure, in plain Engliſh, ſhe is a 
glorious mawkin !---(to her) Well, Madam, how are 
you pleaſed with your preſent mode of living ? 

_ Brid, Living, do you call it ?---I think, tis only 
ſtarving.---Why, I ſhall eat my way through the walls 
very ſhortly. | | 

Van. Faith, Miſs, they uſe you but ſo ſo, that's the 
truth on't : and I muſt repeat, even to your face, what 
I faid to my Lord, that your youth, beauty, and 
accompliſhments, deſerve a better fate, 

Brid. Dear heart! Bedlam, did I fay, I was in! 
why, I never knew a more ſenſibler, genteeler, prettier 
ſort of a man in my life=--(afide, )---I am ſure, Sir, if I 
was to ſtudy ſeven years, I ſhould never know what I 
have done to diſcommode them, not I. 

Fan. Oh Lard, my dear only what is Aube every 
day by half your ſex without puniſhment---howeyer, you. 
are to ſuffer for all, it ſeems. --- You ſee your fare far 
life !---a dungeon, coarſe rags, and the ſame handſome 
allowance of bread and water twice a day. 


; Brid. Oh, dear me !---why I ſhall de an otomy 
in a week! N 

Van. And an old: black to guard you, more fulky 
and hideous, than thoſe in the Arabian Nights Enter- 
tainments. 

*. M 2 _ ., Broth 
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Brid. Why, ſure they will let you come and ſee 
me, Sir? I hall certainly ſwound away, every time I 
lock at that naſty old black. 

Van, This is the laſt time your dungeon (which 

your preſence renders a palace to me) will ever be open 
to one viſitor---unleſs---unleſs---E cou'd contrive--- 
but no, it would be my ruin: yet who wouldn't 
venture ſomething for ſuch a charming creature ? you 


. could endear even ruin.---Tell me, then, what reward 


you would beſtow on a "who Ar all to give 
you freedom ? a 
ö . Nay, I don't know; you're doch a dear feet 
foul, T fhan't ſtand with you for a trifle, | 
Van, Ahey l Miſs will be as much too comply- 
ing in a minute, ---Well, then, my dear! I 'muſt 


marry you, or you will ſtill de! in the power of your 
enemies, 


Brid. Hey ?---what? Jo I hear rightly ? marry me ? 
— aide) Why, this will be the luckieſt day's work 
I ever did {---Nay, Sir, if you ſhould be ſo generous, I 

I hal live to make you amends. = 
Vun. "* (afide Tue only amends you can make me, 
is by dying---and now, my dear! I will own to you, 1 
have the licenſe in my pocket; and my Lord, as eager 
as myſelf.---Our chaplain will do us the favour with 
more expedition than he ſays grace before meat . 


wel dote, Vane? egad, thy lucky ſtar predominates 1 
== Afide---takes her arm.) 


& cory N e 76 locking up does end very comi. | 
ca. 5 [Exeunt arm in ern. 


4 ä SCENE, 


EEE R D r 


S CE NE.---The Drawing-room. * 
Miß, Mortimer and Captain Harcourt, 


J. Abr, Woodville is now with his father, and both 
in the decifive mood. ---Oh, Charles! as the moment 


approaches nearer, your influence becomes inſenſibly 


leſs powerful :---the frantic fits of the Governor; the 

emn abſurdity of my Lord,---Hut, above all, the be- 
haviour of Woodville, hurts and alarms 8 1---Rill 
cautious 1 not to offend his father, he had tried ev'ry 

way to extort the refufal from me; but, by a pardon- 
able equivocation, I left him hopeleſs, and aſſured him I 
ſhould, to the utmoſt of my power, obey my bene- 
factor. Why, why, did you marry one, who could | give 
you nothing but her heart 

Har. I ſhall not anſwer, till you can name me an 
equivalent Truſt to my management, my dear So- 
phia.---L ſtill fatter myſelf, one ſtorm will ſettle the 
tenor of our lives -If not; while acquitted to Heay 
the world, and ourſelves, we may ſtruggle with ſpirit 
againſt fortune; and ſometimes owe our deareſt enjoy- 
ments to her eden. 

M. Mor, By ſentiments like theſe you won \ my 
very foul ; and to retain for ever a heart ſo invaluable, 
1 have ventured the diſpleaſure of my benefactor : but 
our hearts will not always follow the lead of our rea- 


fon, nor, when [ conſider the cauſe, can I repent thg 
deviation of mine, 
Har. 


5 
4 
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Har. Think, if you pity yourſelf, what you can 
give to Cecilia; and fortify her mind againſt too ſtrong 
= ſenſe of her frailty. For my cated I muſt watch what- 
ever is gaing on. 

M. Mor. So you leave me out 2 the plot ?--- 
Well, if it ends. bappily, I ſhall be conterited ; and, 
lke the world, meaſuring your merit by your ſucceſs, 
will declare you a moſt inimitable ſchemer,---Adiey ! 

Har. Nay, ſtay a moment, | 

M. Mor. Not for the world; for here comes 
your uncle, with a face more petrifying than Medu- 
bs. [Exit 


Baur the Governor, ng. 


Gev. I have lived fifty-eight years, five months, 
and certain odd days, to find out I am a fool at laſt ; 
but I will live as many more, * I add the dice 
that I am a knave too. 

Har, What the devil can be be now hatching ? 
—miſchief, I fear? 

Sou. Dear Fortune] let me eſcape this once un- 
diſcover'd, and I compound for all the reſt.— Charles! 
the news of the houſe ? for the politics of this family 
are employment for ev'ry individual in it. 

Har. Bella, horrida bella, Sir My Lord is de- 
n to bring his ſon's duty to an immediate 

teſt—{aſide) thanks to his friend's ſchemes and his 
miſtreſs's beauty, 

Gov. What poor malicious wretches are we by na- 
ture !——Zounds, if I could not find in n my heart to 


rejoice 
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rejoice at thinking every one here will be as mortified 


and diſappointed as a certain perſon that ſhall be 


nameleſs. So, ſo, here they come, faith, to __ 
the point in open court. 


Enter Lord Glenmore, followed by Woodville. 


IL. Glen. Without this proof of your obedience, all 
| you can urge, Sir, is ineffectual, 

Mood. While obedience was poſſible, I never ſwerv'd, 
my Lord; but, when you command me to make my- 
ſelf wretched, a ſuperior duty cancels that :—already 
bound by a voluntary, an everlaſting vow, I can- 
not break it without offending Heaven, nor keep it 
without offending you. 

Gov. (afide) What's this ?---Chop'd about again ! 

Mood. Did you once know the incomparable me- 
rits of my love, even your Lordſhip's prejudices muſt 
give way to your reaſon. 

I. Glen. Mere dotage.- 3 t her conduct * 7 
evince her folly and depravity ? 


Wand. Cover'd, as I ought to be, with i 


and remorſe, I will own ſhe ee p r - 


ceivod. 


Gov. (af) Ah, poor boy !—one of the two was 
woefully deceived, ſure enough. 

L. Glen. Oh, your conſcience may be very eaſy on 
that account; it could not require much art to deceive 
fuch an ideot. 


Gov. No, no, my Lord | Why paint the devil blacker 
man he is? Not an ideot neither. 


Wed. 
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Hood. Sir, my father's freedom of ſpeech I muſf eu- 


* but your's— 


Gow. : You: muſt endute too; young Sir, of I ſhalt 


| bite my tongue off. 


Mad. But, my Lord! that dear unhappy girl is 
no longer a ſubje& of debate;—She evidently proves 
her merit by her flight. | 

L Glen. Would you make a virtue from hot do- 
ing ill, when it is no longer in your power ?—Wood- 


ville! I was once weak enough to believe indulgence 


the ſureſt way of obtaining your duty and eſteem.— 
My eyes are at laſt opened. Miſs Mortimer is wor- 
-thy a better huſband; but you are her's, or no ſon of 
mine. ſolemnly promiſed this to her dying father, 
and will acquit myſelf at all events. 

Mod. Can you reſolve to ſacrifice, me to a promiſe 


made beſote we could judge ef each other ? —You 
never felt, Sir, the compulſion you practiſe. Will you 


diſſolve the firſt batid of morality; and ſee your highly- 
eſtimated title end in me? for 'n never will I on theſe 
terms continue it: 

L. Glen: I almoſt with I never * 3 it. 


(allt in anger.) I am determined, Woodville ! [ and 


nothing but Mifs Mortimer's feſuſal can _ ts 


£ match. . * : 


Mad. 1 ban a wes my Loh 


"Permit me to tell you; no ſon was ever more ſenſi- 
ble of a father's kindneſs *' bur, if J can purchaſe its 
_ continuance only with my honour and my . 


de would be too _ 3 
4 | L. C. 
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T. Gln. *Tis well, Sir. A have liſtened to you ſuf⸗ 


ficiently. Now hear me. Know, this worthleſs wretch 


you prefer to your duty, is in my power; nay, in this 
houſe. 

Har. (aſide) The devil ſhe is | How in the name of 
ill-luck ſhould he find that out M/ = ſcheme e en- 
tirely blown up, by Jupiter ! 

Mead. Why play thus 2 me, my Lord ?—Her 
letter— * 

T. Glen. What, has ſhe wrote to you ?---That I 
was not aware oh, nor indeed ſuſpected ſhe could 
write. 

Gov, No, not ſo ignorant as that neither, T ordered 
ſhe ſhould write too 

L. Glen. Yau order'd ſhe ſhould write let me . 
you, Sir, it was wronging my confidence ! 

Gov. No, I did not order ſhe ſhould write Ate” 
mean,---I mean,---Zounds ! I don't Know what I 


mean | | | 
Mod. So it ſeems, indeed, ſince hardly bale an 


hour ago my uncle himſelf perſuaded me 3 my 


love. 
Gov. Here 8 a curſed affair now. 


TL. Glen, Can this be poſfible? Let me tell, you, 


Governor, if preſuming upon your wars, you play a | 


double part in my family g- . 
Su. Tounds! nobody knows bis num part in hour 
family, that I ſee] and this fellow, " to teize me, 
whom I lov'd above all in it. Why, I ſpoke entirely 
from regasd to him. If ſince then I have diſcovere®# 

N 4-1 


o 
a bumpkin was before-hand with him in the poſſeſſion of 


his Miss- 
" Wed. If any one, beſide yourſelf, Sir, durſt tell fuch 
a falſehood, it would coſt a life. 
Gov. Ves; and, if any one beſide myſelf durſt tell 
2225 7 a truth, it would coſt a ſoul perhaps. [ Exit. 
This is more unintelligible than all the reſt. 
ry "Gl. To end theſe altercations ;---upon your- 
ſelf, Woodville, ſhall depend the fortune of this wretch 
to whom you have been ſo groſs a dupe as to juſtify the 
imputation of folly. Why, even without knowing me, 
ſhe ridiculed your paſſion, and offered to leave you. , 
WWaed. Impoſſible ! | 
2 Glen. Dare you diſbelieve me, Sir ?---nay, ſhe 
all be produced, and obliged to confeſs her arts 1 
n bluſh” and t Here, Vane! Governor ! the 
bn! T [Exit. 
| eile walks behind in great agitation. 
" Ser. Now could I find in my heart to make this 


Rory, into a ballad, as a warning to all meddling puppies ; 


41 


and then bang myſelf, that it may conclude with a 
| grace. Zounds, he muſt be endued with ſupernatural 
intelligence. Juſt when I was ſaying a thouſand ciyil 
things to myſelf on my ſucceſs, to have my mine ſprung 
before my eyes by the enemy; and inſtead of ſerving my 
friend and myſelf, become a mere tool to old Gravity's, 
Ts ! *Plhaw ! however, we muſt make the beſt 
a bad matter.------Woodville,, what do'ſt ou to. 
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Mond. Let them produce my Cecilia Li will then 
ſeize and protect her to the laſt moment of my life. 
Har. And 1 will aſſiſt you to the laſt moment of 


mine, 


Mood. My generous couſin ! this is indeed friend- 
ſhip. 
Har. Not ſo very generous, if you knew all. 


Re-enter Lord Glenmore and the Governor, with Brid- 
get holding @a handkerchief ta her eyes, Vane fol- 
lowing z Woodville flies and claſps her in his arms; 
Harcourt takes her band. 


| Wd My love ! my life !---do I once again behold 
thee ? fear nothing !---you here are ſaſe from all the 
world Iwill you not bleſs me with one look? 

Brid. (looking at him and Harcourt with ridiculous 
diſtreſs) Oh, dear me 

I. Gln. I have put it out of your power to marry, 
Sir, otherwiſe you may take her. 

. Weed, Take her /---What poor farce is this ? 

Har. Hey-dey ! more incomprehenſibilities, 

Van. (Aſiut) Now for the eclairciflement---ſi ince, 
if the Governor doesn't acknowledge her in his firſt 
rage and confuſion, I may never be able to make him! 

I humbly hope, Mr. Woodville will pardon me, if, 
with, her own conſent and my Lord's, / this m 
married this young Lady. 

Gw. Zounds, you dog, what's that ?---you mar- 
ried her ?- Why, how did you dare ?---And you 
| 2 too, 
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too, my Lord !---what the devil, did you conſent, to 
_ this? 1 

Vane. Believe me, vir, I didn't then know ſhe was 
your daughter. 

IL. Glen. Daughter! . 
_ _ © Gov. So, it's out, after all :---It's a lie, you tog ! 
- you did know ſhe was my daughter ;---you all knew i it; 
Hou all conſpired to torment me 255 

All. Ha, ha, ha ! 


Gov. Ha, ha, ha! confound your mitch l- if 1 | 


Jad not plagues er ough already.---And you have great 
reaſon to grin too, my Lord, when you have thrown 
my gawky on your impudent valet. gale) 2 * 

L. Glen. Who could ever have dreamt be, hay 
ha !---of- finding this your little wonder of the country, 
brother ? 


Har, Nay, my Lord, ſhe's the lil roar of the 


town, too, | | 
All. Hay ha, ha! a 
Ge. Mighty well,--- mighty 8 well; 
pray, take your whole laugh out, good folks; ſince; 
this is, poſitively, the laſt time of my entertaining you 
in this manner.---A cottage ſhall henceforth be her por- 
tion, and a rope mine. 


Brid. If you are my papa, I think you might give 


0 better proof of your kindneſs ;---but I ſhan't ſtir 3 


hy, I married on purpoſe that I might not care for. 


you, | ; | 2 | 
Gov. Why, thou eternal torment ! my original fin ! 


-»-whoſe firſt fault was the greateſt frailty of woman; and 
whoſe ſecond, her greateſt folly! do'ſt thou, or the 


Ei deſigning 


(e 


* "1 
>» 
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deſigning . who has entrapped thee merely for that 
purpoſe, imagine my wealth ſhall ever reward inconti- 
nence and ingratitude ? no; go knit ſtockings to ſome 
regiment, where he is preferred to be drummer !--- 
warm yourſelf when the ſun ſhines !---ſoak ev'ry hard- 
earned cruſt in your own 8 and ee at leiſure. 

[Exit in a rages 


7 


I. Ha, h 4 * ! 

L. Glen, He to ridicule my mode of education 1 a 
But what is the meaning of all this? 

Wad. Truly, my Lord, I believe it would be very 
hard to find any for either my uncle's words or actions. | 
Il am equally at a loſs to gueſs as to Bridget here. | 

Hane. Hey, what? Bridget, did you ſay, Sir? Why 
you little ugly witch, are you really Bridget? 

Brid. Why I told you ſo all along; but 25 wou'dn't 
believe me. | 

All. Ha, ha, ha! | | 

Brid. On dear heart! -I am now as much afeard of 
my new huſband as father, | 
I. Glen. For thee, wench--- 

Brid. (pops upon her knees) Oh, no thing ane 
up, ſor goodneſs ſake, my . be ſick enough of 
paſſing for a lady: but, if old ſcratch ever puts ſuch a 
trick again in my head, I hope- your Lordſhip will 
catch me! that's all. [ Exit. 

Fane, I ſhall run diſtracted ! have I married an 
and all for nothing too? 

L. Glen. A puniſhment peculiarly ju, as it reſults | 
from abuſing my confidence------Hence, wretch ! 


nor 


— 


—— — 
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nor ever, while you live, appear again in my preſence; 
[Exit Vane, Loking furiouſly after Bridget, 
TL. Glen. "Tis time to return to ourſelves. We ſhal! 
ſoon come to an eclairciſſement, Woodville Since 
you won't marry, I will. | 
Wied. My Lord! 
Z. Glen. And you ſhall judge of my choice. Exit. 
Har. Now for it ;—whatever devil diverts himſelf 
among us to day, I fee he owes my fagacious Lord 
here a grudge, as well as the reſt ; and J ſoreſee that his 
wife and the Governor's daughter will prove equally 
entertaining. | | 


| Enter Lord Glenmore leading Sonne flowed by Mi ifs 


Mortimer. 


L. Clin. This Lady, Sir, I have ſelected —a wor- 
thy choice. : 

Ward. I dream, ſurely !—that Lady your choice? 
—your”s / 

T. Glen, Ungrateful fon ! had ſuch been your's— | 

Mod. Why, this very 1 is mine, my Cecilia, 
my firft, my only love. 

ZL. Glen. Ho. 

Cc. Yes, my Lord l- you now know the unhappy 
object at once of your reſentment, contempt; and admi- 


ration my own misfortunes I had learnt to bear, but 


thoſe of Woodville overpower me -I deliver myſelf up 
to your juſtice; content to be ev AY way his victing 
ſo I am not his ruin. 


L. Glen. But to find you in this houſe--- 
0 


% . 9 


Cec. Your generous nephew and the amiable Miſs 
Mortimer diſtinguiſh'd me with the only aſylum could 
ſhelter me from your ſon! 

L. Gln. They diſtinguiſhed themſelves hk, 
Woodville ! did I think an hour ago I could be more 
angry with you?—How durſt you warp a mind ſo 
noble ? 

Mood. It is a erime my life cannot expiate,—yet, if 
the ſincereſt anguiſh— | 

L. Glen. I have one act of juſtice ſtill in my power; 
my prejudice in favour of birth, and even a ſtronger 
prejudice, is corrected by this lovely girl :---of her good- 
neſs of heart, and. greatneſs of mind, I have had incon- 
teſtible proofs, and, if I thought you, Frank--- 

Cc. Yet, ſtay, my Lord! nor kill me with too much 
kindneſs. Once your generoſity might have made me 
happy now only miſerable.-=-My reaſon, my pride, 
nay even my love, induces me to refuſe as the only way 
to prove I deſerve him !---he has taught me to know the 
world too late, nor will I retort. on him the contempt I 
have incurred.---Mr. Woodville will tell you whether, 
I have not ſolemnly vow'd-— 

Mad. Not to accept me without the 8 of 
both fathers ; and if mine conſents, what doubt -— 


Governor without. | 


Stop that old man ! _ that mad parſon! dor 


him ! 
0 


= 
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© rey without. 


* Nothing ſhall — me in l of my Enters) 
Ha! ſhe is---ſhe is here indeed! Providence has at 
* directed me to her (runs to Cecilia.) 

Cec. My father! covered with ſhame let me fink be. 
= you. 

L. Glen. e Her father ! 4 


"09k Governor. 


© Grey, Riſe, my glorious girl ! riſe purified and for- 
given ! riſe to pity with me the weak minds that know 
not all thy value, and venerate the noble ones that do. 
* Gov. © Hey! is it poſſible ! Grey, is this my 
* Grey. Les, Sir; this is your Cecilia, my Cecilia, the 
object of your avowed rejection and contempt ! | 
| "Gov. Rejection and contempt ] ſtand out of the way 
let me embrace my daughter let me take her once 
more to my heart---(runs and embraces her.) þ 
T. Glen. His daughter 3 
G. Ves, my friend, this is really my daughter 
my own Cecilia, as ſure as I am an old fool after being 
u young one, this good girl has a right to call me by the 
name of father. ---Hasn't ſhe, Grey ?---Why my Lord, 
this is the very parſon I told you of? ( rating Cecilia's 


L 


: vor uncle s freaks? 
Weed. Say, Sir ? that had you ten thouſand fuch, ! 


would go through a patriarchal ſervitude, in hopes of 
Cecilia's hand for my reward. 
4 * Gous 


arm under his) and now, young Sir, what do you lay to 


1 
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Gov. - And, had I ten millions of money, and this 
only girl, thou ſhould'ſt have her, and that, too, for. 
thy noble freedom !—And what ſays my Cecilia to her 
father's firſt gift ? 

c. Aſtoniſhment and pleafure leave me hardly 
power to fay, that a diſobedience to you, Sir, would 
only double my fault; nor to worſhip that Heaven, 
which has led me through ſuch a trial, to ſuch a re- 
ward — Take alt T have left myſelf to give you, Wood- 
ville, in my hand. —(Woodville kiſſes firft her band, and 
then herſelf.) 

Grey. Now, let me die, my darling child { ſince I 
have ſeen thee, once more, innocent and happy. 

Gov. And now, kiſs me, my Cecilia —Kiſs me? 
—Od ! Miſs Mortimer ſhall kiſs me too, for loving my 
poor girl here !—Kiſs me, all of you, old and young 
Men, women, and children Od, I am fo overjoyed, I 
dread the conſequences ———D'ye hear, there 
Fetch me a ſurgeon and a bottle of wine — I muſt 
both empty and fill my veins on this occaſion !——Zooks, 
I could find in my heart to friſk it merrily in defiance of 
the gout, and take that curſed vixen below, whoever ſhe 
is, for my partner | 

L. Glen. Methinks all ſeem rewarded, but my poor 
Sophia here ! and her protection of Cecilia deſerves the 
higheſt recompence But whenever, my dear, you can 
preſent me the huſband of your choice, I will preſent 
him with a fortune fit for my daughter. 

Gov. Protect Cecilia !—-Od ! ſhe is a good girl, 
and a charming girl, and I honour the very tip of her 
Ee now !-—If ſhe could but fancy our Charles, 
0 I'd 
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